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Summary: Stuck working in the forge was not an envied position in 
Berk, but as long as Gobber had Hiccup and Hiccup had Gobber and they 
got to annoy each other all day long, maybe it wouldn't be so bad. 

The life and times of a blacksmith and his apprentice, from bad 
singing to troll sightings and everything in between. 


1. First Meeting 

**Well, here goes one of my odder story ideas: one of my favorite, 
and one of the least mentioned, relationships in HTTYD was the 
friendship between Hiccup and Gobber. Those two misfits have such a 
humorous but also heartfelt dynamic that I figured there was a whole 
wealth of scenarios I could write about. So why not write about them 
all?** 

**So basically this is a series of short one-shots, in no particular 
order, centered on Hiccup and Gobber. I guess I'll stop when I'm out 
of ideas? XD So here goes the first chapter, centered on none other 
than the day Hiccup starts working for Gobber. It seemed fitting. 
Also, I cannot write Gobber 's accent and I apologize.** 

**Anyway, reviews are appreciated but certainly not required. Thanks 
for visiting and I hope you enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber still remembered the first day he met Hiccup.<p> 

Sure, he had always known _of_ Hiccup, had met him when he was just a 
baby, had seen some passing glances of hima€"the boy was his best 
friend's only son, after alla€"but he had never actually spoken to 
the child until the day he hobbled over to meet the figure waiting at 
his forge's entrance and was confronted with Stoick. 


Gobber was a little surprised. It was rare that Stoick, the chief who 



was always busy running around solving people's problems, came to 
visit the blacksmith during the day. "Oh, 'ey, Stoick. What's goin' 
on?" 

Never a man of many words, Stoick didn't respond, instead pushing on 
something behind his legs. A little boy emerged shyly from behind the 
chief, balling his fists and staring up at Gobber curiously, albeit 
warily . 

"This is my son. Hiccup. You 'member him," Stoick provided, when 
Gobber didn't ask and Hiccup was too shy to introduce himself. 
"Hiccup, this is my good friend, Gobber. He runs the forge here, 
'member?" He nudged Hiccup's back with his knee, and the boy quickly 
chorused, voice so soft Gobber had to lean a little closer just to 
hear it, "Hello, Mr. Gobber." 

"a€l 'Elio," Gobber replied after a moment, a bit awkwardly, before 
looking back to Stoick, getting suspicious. "What's this, Stoick?" 

The chief wouldn't have brought his kid down here for _no reason. _ 
There was definitely an ulterior motive here somewhere. 

The man didn't respond for a moment, watching his son's wispy brown 
head. Never known to mince words, he finally explained shortly, "I'd 
like Hiccup to work at yer forge, Gobber." 

The blacksmith spluttered briefly, clutching the empty door frame 
with his one good arm. "W-Work at the forge?! Stoick, ' ave ye gone 
mad?! I can't take yer kid; look at 'im!" He gestured his prosthetic 
arm hammer at the diminutive child, who managed to look a bit peeved 
through his terror at the enormous hammer being swung three inches in 
front of his face, "He'd be _killed! _Nope, I ain't havin' him. 

Sorry . " 

Stoick rolled his eyes, like he had figured Gobber was going to be 
like this. He probably had. "I'm not sayin' I want him forgin' 
broadswords on his first daya€ 1 Ye could take him on as an 
apprentice. Run small errands, do all the small tasks ye don't want 
to be burdened witha€ 1 " When Gobber still looked skeptical, Stoick 
provided, softer, "I want him to be somewhere where he'll be _safe,_ 
Gobber; somewhere he'll have someone watchin' him, at least. Since 
Val . . . well. Since she... left, I haven't been able to keep an eye on 
him." He shifted, and Gobber 's expression softened ever so slightly 
in sympathy. "But you... But you _could._ And he won't be a burden, I 
promise. He's smart, ye knowa€ 1 _and, _he has lil' hands if ye have 
any of those intricate jobs ye hatea€ 1 " 

Gobber had folded his meaty arms to listen to Stoick 's proposal, 
considering, but as soon as he heard the bit about the possibility of 
those elaborate jobs becoming easier, he quickly interrupted, 
"W-Wella€l I _guess_ I can take the kid, but ya owe me one, 

Stoick ! " 

The chief let out a breathy sigh of relief. "Oh, Odin bless ya, 
Gobber. Thank you." 

Gobber held up his hand with a theatrical sigh. "Yeah, yeah, just 
don't make a habit outta it. C'mon, kid, lemme show ya around." 


The little boy gave his father a worried glance, subconsciously 
digging his heels into the ground in preparation of being dragged (as 



he usually was when his father was involved) , but Stoick gave him a 
little push towards the blacksmith, whispering, "I'll come get ye at 
suppertime. Gobber won't hurt ye; don't worry. Don't ye want to be 
big and strong like yer dad?" 

The child bit his lip, nodded, and finally began to follow Gobber, 
who had waited somewhat patiently by the door. With one last, "See ye 
soon, son, " from Stoick, his father left, and the child was left 
inside a big, dark space with some hulking scary stranger. The heat 
burned Hiccup's eyes and he coughed into his arm, flinching away when 
the nearby pile of coals spit out a glowing ember. 

Gobber looked at the boy for a moment. He didn't look like any Viking 
child the blacksmith had ever seen. Most were healthily plump, with 
slowly developing muscles and no fear of anything. This boy was 
practically as big around as Gobber 's little finger, with wispy 
gingery-brown hair and wide green eyes that peered into the dark 
spaces like there was a Night Fury lurking in each one of them. The 
kid was small and afraid, like a little lamb. But it didn't worry 
Gobber at all; he'd have the boy at ease soon. After all, he was the 
legendary Gobber; the cruising, drinking amputee whose war stories 
made the toughest Vikings cringe in terrora€"who could be better with 
kids ? 

When the child still said nothing, Gobber inquired as a conversation 
starter, "What'd ye say yer name was, kid?" He knew the boy's 
namea€"the blacksmith still remembered his own shock when Stoick told 
him he had named his first son Hiccupa€"but hey, it was best to start 
with the basics. 

"a€l Hiccup, " the kid responded in a small voice that resembled his 
namesake, looking at the ground, fists balling up tighter. Gobber 
chuckled in amusement . 

"Well, Hie, welcome to the forge. It ain't much, but I think ye'll 
like ita€"looks like we're in for the long haul, so ye'll get used to 
it, eh? My name's Gobber. Not to be confused wit' _Goober,_ the 
Clumsy, mind ya; ye remember him? Yep, never saw another guy trip 
right off a cliff like he did." 

Hiccup smothered a tiny giggle, smiling up at his new instructor 
shyly and letting his balled fists relax ever so slightly. "a€l So, 
what do we do first?" 

"Eager, eh? If I put ye to work right now, ye'll end up choppin' yer 
leg off or somethin' and we're gonna have to call ye _Hiccup_ the 
Clumsy. Nah, first we have to talk 'bout how everythin' worksa€ 1 " 

As Gobber showed Hiccup around his forge and the boy just barely 
began to crawl out of his shell and ask some questions, Gobber 
decided maybe this wouldn't be so bad. The boy was quiet and 
respectful; he didn't seem the mouthy type at all. And after all, 
with a missing leg and fingers like sausages, how could Gobber _not_ 
be grateful for an apprentice who could run to get things for him or 
tinker around with those stupid projects with all the little 
parts ? 

No, this seemed it would run just fine. After all, Stoick couldn't 
keep the kid here too long, right? He'd have to start fighting 
dragons eventually. In the meantime, it might even be fun 



here . 


Master Gobber and his apprentice Hiccup. 
He liked it. 


2. Trolls and Cynicism Thereof 

**Wow! I hadn't expected to get so many favorites/follows on just the 
first chapter! :D Thanks so much, everyone! I hope this second 
chapter, and all the future chapters, are up to your expectations. 

: ) ** 


**So with that, I bring to you chapter two: Gobber entertaining a 
young and gullible Hiccup by telling him all about trollsa€"and 
Hiccup believes his every word, of course. XD** 

**Reviews are appreciated but not required; thanks for visiting and I 
hope you enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Gobber, " nine-year-old Hiccup shouted over the thunderstorm that 
was brewing in the warm springtime air, "Have you seen my sock? I 
can't find it anywherea€ 1 "<p> 

Earlier that day Gobber had dragged Hiccup out to a creek on the far 
edge of town, where the blacksmith had forgotten his hammer 
prosthetic at the building site of a bridge he had reconstructed . 

When Gobber had ventured out on the bridge to fetch it, he had 
stepped on a loose board, and unthinkingly grabbed at the nearest 
solid thing to avoid falling into the still-icy watera€"unf ortunately 
for both parties involved, the nearest solid thing had been Hiccup, 
who at nine years old barely weighed more than the axes he sharpened. 
After crawling out of the frigid creek (and preventing Hiccup from 
simply floating downstream in the current) , fetching the hammer, and 
listening to a wet, cold, and angry nine-year-old scold him all the 
way back to the forge, Gobber took off his shoes and socks and 
instructed Hiccup to do the same. It was better to keep their feet 
bare and warm them by the fire every now and then than wear wet boots 
all day; the last thing either of them wanted was a foot to get 
frostbite or an infection and have to be amputateda€"Gobber could 
attest to that much. 

Now it was time to go home, and Hiccup was fetching his dried boots 
and socks from their spot near the fire. However, he could not find 
his left sock, which annoyed him greatly. He absolutely hated making 
new socks. 

"Ye missin' yer sock?" Gobber asked, approaching the boy. A nod. "The 
left ' un only?" Another nod. "Well, I think I know where it 
wenta€ 1 " 

"Where?" Hiccup asked hopefully, the previous worries of having to 
sew himself a new sock diminishing. Though why Gobber had taken his 
sock was beyond him. 

Gobber gestured for the boy to lean closer and he did, albeit a 
little cautiously, trying to hide his nose wrinkling at the 



blacksmith's rather pungent after-work musk. "I'll let ye in on a 
111' secret," he whispered, and Hiccup, curious little boy that he 
was, nodded, open-mouthed. After waiting a few more moments to build 
up a little suspense, Gobber could contain himself no longer and 
hissed excitedly, "_It was a troll !"_ 

He waited eagerly for Hiccup's reaction, but the boy just rolled his 
eyes, leaning out of the huddle with an utterly unimpressed 
expression. "A troll? Gobber, trolls don't exist." 

"Aw, yer dad tell ya that?" At the child's nod, Gobber _'pshh'_ed, 
waving his hand dismissively . "He doesn't know what he's talkin' 

'bout. Trolls exist, all right! There's a reason we have name like we 
do, ya know ! " 

"Gobbera€l" Hiccup almost chided, but Gobber continued 
passionately, 

"For years now, me left socks have justa€ 1 _disappeared !_ Gone in the 
night! There one day, gone the next! It's _spooky_, I tell ya ! And 
now that I only ' ave one foot, it's gotten _worse!_ It's a hard life 
for yer socks, ya know, when ye've only got yer left foot!" He pried 
his right prosthetic leg up and let it drop down on the nearby 
workbench with a loud _clang_, gesturing at it over-exaggerat ingly 
like Hiccup might not have already noticed the hunk of metal attached 
to his instructor's foot. 

Hiccup rolled his eyes as he sat on the ground to pull on his 
incomplete set of socks and boots. "There's not even a difference 
between left and right socksa€ 1 " 

"Sure there is! Ye just 'aven't been lookin' hard enough!" Hiccup 
didn't look up from his task, so Gobber continued, ever louder, "And 
one time, _one time,_ me dad took me fishin', and I _saw_ one! I saw 
a troll in the bushes! Ugliest creature I ever seen! Preyin' on 
fishermen who lay their wet socks by the shore!" 

Hiccup, still seated with his legs splayed to either side of him, now 
looked up at Gobber, beginning to appear unsure. "a€l What did it 
look like?" 

Thrilled that _someone_ was finally listening to his troll stories, 
even if it was just his nine-year-old apprentice, Gobber nearly 
shouted, "Why, it was _tall!_ Taller than yer 
dad ! " 

_"Really?"_ 

"Yeah! Why, taller than me sittin' on yer dad's shoulders! And it had 
green skin, like leather! And in its face was _onea€"yellowa€"eye ! "_ 
Gobber peeled his right eye open with his fingers and leaned in close 
to Hiccup, who squirmed back in fright. 

_"Sharp teeth !"_ The blacksmith bared his teeth ferociously. "And it 
had a terrifyin' howl that could lay waste to the bravest Vikin'a€l 
that went like _this!"_ Gobber proceeded to let out an ear-shattering 
wail of _"BLOOOGARYABLABAPLABLAHAR"_, that, combined with an 
inopportune strike of lightning, was soon joined by Hiccup's 
terrified shrieking as he scuttled away under the nearby workbench 
like a frightened mouse, praying to any god out there that Gobber 's 



cry didn't attract any monsters in the vicinity. 


Realizing that perhaps he had gone a bit far in his vivid 
descriptions without explaining the next characterist ic of trolls, 
Gobber leaned under the bench to call to the huddled, trembling 
figure of Hiccup in the corner, "Hey, but no need to be afraid, now. 
Trolls ain't so dangerous, ya know." 

The child had buried his head under his furry vest like this extra 
defense might protect him from any nearby trolls, and now lifted it 
to stutter tremulously, "B-Buta€ 1 Y-You just saida€ 1 " 

"Hey, I never said they were _dangerous,_ now did I? I said they 
_looked_ scary. I mean, yer dad looks scary, but is he 
dangerous ? " 

"Yes . " 

Well, Gobber would give the kid that one. "'Kay, finea€l But _I'm_ 
not dangerous, even though I look scary?" 

"Well , noa€ 1 " 

"Exactly!" Gobber grinned and, finally feeling slightly reassured. 
Hiccup cautiously crawled out from his hiding space. "So like I said, 
trolls ain't dangerous; naw, we have dragons for that! Trolls just 
like to take yer socks." 

"Wella€l how come?" Hiccup's hands were planted on his waist and he 
regarded Gobber with slightly wary curiosity. 

"For funsies, I s'pose. I dunno . The point is," Gobber gestured 
grandly with his hand, "I know ' zactly where yer left sock went, and 
the answer is, a troll took it." 

Hiccup nodded slowly, and Gobber could practically see the boy's 
imagination running around on two legs inside the kid's head. Hiccup 
began to giggle. "Well, that makes sense, I guess. I'll just have to 
make a new socka€ 1 Or wear two right socks from now ona€ 1 " 

Gobber nodded in approval, patting (or beating, depending on which 
party one asked) Hiccup's shoulder. "Good boy. Hiccup. Now come on, 
yer dad's expectin' ya. Ye don't wanna be late, now." 

After coaxing his apprentice out of the forge with continued promises 
that no, a troll wasn't going to come eat him or take any more of his 
socks. Hiccup joined Gobber and together they walked to the boy's 
house . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Stoick gave a subconscious nod of approval at the sound of the 
front door opening and closing, right as the sun set, as usual. He 
needed to thank Gobber more often for always managing to get Hiccup 
home on time; only Odin knew the kind of trouble that boy might get 
into after darkness fell.<p> 

He turned from the pot he was (attempting) to make supper in. "How 
was your day, Hica€"?" He trailed off, frowning as he watched Hiccup 
kneel by the door to peel off his furry boots. "Where is your sock?" 



Bare feet were never a good thing in Berk, even when the warm months 
were beginning like this. 


"Oh," Hiccup said casually, boots successfully removed, "It was a 
troll; they steal socks. But only the left onesa€ 1 What's with that?" 
The boy shrugged, and with that, scaled the steps to his room with a 
"Call me if you need help with supper", as Stoick gaped after him in 
blank confusion. After a moment though, the realization hit him, and 
Stoick 's face drew down into a scowl. 

_"a€l GobberaC 1 "_ he grumbled. 


3 . A New Scar 

**Hello again everyone! Thank you so much again for all the kind 
follows/subscribes/reviews (I'm doing my best to get back to all of 
you); they always put a smile on my face! :)** 

**Here we be with chapter threea€"the story of how Hiccup got that 
little scar on his chin (if you don't know about it, you should look 
it up because it's a cool detail, at least in my mind :D) . Takes 
place probably two or three years before the movie. ** 

**EDIT: I know this isn't how Hiccup got his scar in canon (that's 
explained in HTTYD 2); I wrote this chapter almost a year before the 
second movie came out, so I didn't know. XD Sorry about 
that ! ** 


**Welp, I'll stop yapping: reviews are appreciated but not required; 
thanks for visiting and please enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>It was a fast-paced, punishing day of work in the forge. A 
devastating dragon raid had just come to pass the night before, and 
weapons needed fixing, nails for the new houses (including half of 
Hiccup's) needed to be made, and prosthetic limbs needed to be 
crafted for three new amputees. <p> 

Gobber and Hiccup barely found time between their work to exchange 
words, only the occasional order from Gobber and mumbled sarcastic 
reply from Hiccup (usually followed by an even quieter retort from 
the older blacksmith) . It wore on towards the evening and, with the 
absence of any breaks from sunup to sundown, the two gradually tired, 
movements becoming less precise. 

"Hiccup, sharpen this and fix the grip, " Gobber instructed, holding 
the broken sword in one hand and pounding a new spearhead with the 
other, and, too focused on constructing the new weapon to carefully 
hand the decrepit blade to his apprentice, he tossed it behind him in 
a simple underhand pass. It was a dance they had long ago perfected; 
even Hiccup, walking disaster that he was, nearly always caught the 
blade with his heavily gloved hands, otherwise letting it drop to the 
ground, feet performing an odd-looking dance to avoid the falling 
weapon (usually amidst Gobber 's laughter). 

Gobber expected to hear the soft _thump_ of the blade landing in the 
boy's hands, followed by, "Yeah, okay, I'm on it," and maybe a 
stumble of the boy's feet when the weight of the metal threw him back 



a few steps, and therefore refocused his attention on the precise 
hits of his hammer-prosthetic on the soft iron that still glowed a 
fiery red. Instead, a sharp "Ouch!" rang out, leading to Gobber 
spinning awkwardly, trying to get a good look at what had transpired 
behind him without abandoning his precious project. 

Hiccup had dropped the blade but was clasping the left side of his 
jaw, and, immediately terrified at what could have happened, Gobber 
left his project and rushed (well, as much as he _could_ rush with a 
fake leg and a hammer that weighed more than his apprentice attached 
to his arm) over to the boy. 

"Hiccup! What ' appened? Lemme see," Gobber commanded, albeit gently, 
prying the boy's hand away from his face. 

Gobber didn't know how awkwardly the boy had to have caught the 
blade, but its sharp edge had caught him in the face, and Gobber 
blessed both his and Hiccup's lucky stars that it hadn't put out the 
boy's eye. A relatively small cut, about half the length of Gobber 's 
little finger, had opened in the boy's skin, on the left side of his 
chin. It was not large but it was deep, and in short order ruby blood 
had begun to blossom out of it and slowly trickle down the boy's 
freckled jaw. 

The large blacksmith breathed a heavy sigh of relief when he saw the 
fairly harmless nick. Even though Stoick always kept up a constant 
mantra that Hiccup needed to toughen up, Gobber wasn't too keen on 
what the chief might do if he found out his son was injured on 
Gobber 's watch. He shuddered vaguely at the thought. 

"It's fine, Gobber, I'm all right," the boy sighed, pushing Gobber 's 
hand away from his jaw and wiping the trickling blood off on his 
sleeve. The blacksmith restrained a smile, remembering all the times 
Stoick had made just the same remark in their younger days. 

"Well, even so, we wanna get that bandaged up," Gobber insisted. "It 
might be tiny, but that don't mean it can't get infected. Then yer 
whole face'll rot out and ye'll look like an Outcast. Ye don't want 
that, do ya?" 

_"Gobber, Hiccup half-whined, rolling his eyes, but Gobber just 
rolled his eyes right back and fetched their covered bucket of clean 
water and some fabric bandages. He carefully cleaned and bandaged the 
cut, despite Hiccup's constant steam of "Gobber, Gobber, come on, 
you're slower than _molasses_ and we've got work to do, Gobber, _come 
on, (to which the blacksmith replied, "Aw, shut it, will ya? Ye 
think I'm doin' this for my own health? Ye know how Stoick can 
get!"), and Gobber completed the task in an obnoxiously long time, by 
the end of which Hiccup was frowning at him with his arms 
crossed . 

"There we are, " Gobber said, sounding pleased with his, at least in 
his mind, medical prowess despite only having one hand, "Ye're 
bandaged up. Ye're probably gonna get a scar outta that one, though. 
Deep, it was . " 

Hiccup had been rubbing the too-loose bandage on his face and 
grumbling about needing to redo the job when he got back to his 
half-charred home, but looked up at the remark, weary eyes glinting 
in something like hope. "Really?" 



Seeing the budding excitement in the boy's eyes at this remark, 

Gobber continued, more enthusiastically, "Oh, _yeah!_ The toughest 
scar Berk's ever seen! Ever 'body 'll wonder how ye got to be soa€ 1 
soa€ 1 " His one arm flapped uselessly as he struggled to come up with 
the correct word. "a€l Vikin ' -like ! " 

Hiccup's face contorted, stuck between a beam at the idea and a frown 
at the unintended backhanded comment, before finally choosing to let 
his lips mold into a crooked, long-suffering smile. "Uh, thanks 
Gobber, I guess." 

"Hey, yer welcome. After all, it's only fun if ye get a scar outta 
it!" The hulking blacksmith shook his hand-hammer as if preparing for 
a war to prove this Viking sentiment. 

"Yeah, I guess soa€ 1 " Rolling his eyes at the Viking logic and 
ducking to avoid getting decked in the head by his instructor's 
intimidating hammer. Hiccup's eyes traveled to a point behind 
Gobber 's large frame. "Oha€ 1 Uh, Gobber, your iron's gone 
cold. " 

Gobber looked behind him and irritably gritted his metal tooth. 

"a€l Son of a _half-trolla€ 1 


4. Lessons in Overestimation 

**Hello again! Thank you so much once more for all of your support; 
it definitely motivates me! :) Just as a heads-up for anyone 
following this story, in a couple of days I'm going overseas to 
Europe for two weeks, so I'm afraid there won't be any updates for a 
little while. Sorry about that! As soon as I'm back in my groove. 

I'll get back to updating. Thanks for understanding! :)** 

**With that, here's chapter foura€"a little back story on Hiccup's 
tunic in the movie. As far as the sewing part of this chapter goes, I 
assume everyone in Berk ****has at least some notion of how to sew 
(it's a pretty important skill after all, especially in those times), 
which would explain Gobber 's knowledge on the subject despite only 
having one hand. I hope that makes some kind of sense. XD** 

**Now I need to shut up: reviews are very much appreciated but never 
required. Thanks a ton for visiting, and please enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A pair of light footsteps traipsed into the forge about an hour 
after dawn, and Gobber didn't even have to look up from his work to 
sigh and shake his heada€"there was, after all, only one Viking he 
knew with light footsteps, and that Viking was tardy for 
work . <p> 

"Runnin' a bit late these days, aren't ye? Watch out, I may just fire 
ya. Try 'splainin' that one to yer dad." Gobber gave a hearty laugh 
at his own empty threats, still not glancing up from the catapult 
spring he was tinkering with. The force of the spring needed to be 
adjusted, and these were always such tricky jobs; Gobber hated them. 
If Hiccup had gotten to work on time, he probably would have dropped 



the intricate job on the kid's lap. Hiccup, with his tiny fingers and 
quick mind, loved tinkering with little parts, which Gobber didn't 
really understand but didn't question. 

He kept one ear open for the boy's, "Yeah, and maybe at the same time 
I can tell him that you still believe in trolls, right?" (cheeky 
little bugger) , but no reply sounded, only the sound of his 
apprentice's sloshing footfalls that meandered here and there with no 
particular hurry. He was probably still half-asleep. Hiccup had just 
turned thirteen and was quickly becoming mouthier, more inventive, 
and more willing to take any available chance to doze off. He wasn't 
growing thougha€"of course not, Gobber thought with a contained 
chuckle. Hiccup had worked for Gobber since he was six years old and 
to be honest, there had not been a drastic difference in his 
appearance since then. However, Gobber tried his best to keep his 
teasing about this to a minimum, meaning about five cracks a day and 
maybe three more subtle jabs. 

When not even a tired, incomprehensible mumble replied to Gobber 's 
inital prompt, the man spun to search for his apprentice. "What's up. 
Hiccup? Usually ye've mouthed off by na€" a€ 1 " He trailed off, eyes 
nearly bulging as he gaped at the younger blacksmith. Gobber was not 
easily shocked or moved to silence, but _thisa€"_this was just not 
natural . 

Hiccup stood next to the grindstone where there was always a job 
waiting for him in the morning, arms akimbo, face drawn up in what 
was supposed to be a fearsome scowl (it looked like a pout) . "Don't 
you _dare_ laugh at me, Gobber. I swear to _Odin,_ if you 
laughaG" ! " 

He was interrupted by a guffaw so thunderous he cringed away, before 
resuming his glare at his employer, who had abandoned his project to 
practically roll on the ground, pounding his working table while 
tears began to stream down his red face. 

"Stop laughing!" Hiccup commanded, giving his foot a stomp, and the 
pitiful attempt at looking tough had Gobber losing it all over again, 
hooting so much that no sound managed to escape his mouth. 

After a while of this, during which Hiccup began to look more and 
more furious, Gobber tried to get control of his breathing and 
wheezed, "W-Whata€ 1 What on Odin's snowy earth are you 
_wearing? 

In most respects. Hiccup's clothing was positively normal. A light 
green, long-sleeved wool tunic, it was just like what any other 
Viking child wore day-to-day. But what had reduced Gobber to a 
hysterical pile of goo was not its color nor its material, but its 
sheer _size._ The tunic absolutely swallowed the boy's frame, hanging 
all the way down his calves, fitting him almost like a dress. Odin 
above, it looked like it would fit _Gobber_ with wiggle room. Hiccup 
had cinched his normal belt around his waist, revealing his true 
minute girth under the sea of fabric and, in Gobber 's opinion, making 
him look even more ridiculous. One sleeve had been rolled up so it 
only just covered his hand, while the other dangled full-length, 
yawning down to his legs. Every now and then, he sulkily chased the 
collar of the tunic that continually slipped down his shoulder, 
looking for all reasons and purposes like a toddler who had attempted 
to play dress-up in their parents' armor. 



"Dad made it for me, for my birthday, " Hiccup grumbled over the 
blacksmith's laughter, eyes daring Gobber to challenge his father's 
flawed handiwork. However, once he calmed down, Gobber only 
scoffed . 

"I think he was tryin' to make that for himself. Look at it ! It's 
pract'lly down to the ground! Ye look like an idiot." 

"I know," Hiccup sighed, choosing to ignore the insult for now, 
struggling to move closer and not have the tunic simply drop off of 
him. "He said I'd grow into ita€ 1 " 

Gobber shook his head incredulously. He loved Stoick to death, like a 
brother, but sometimes the wise chief didn't have one shred of sense. 
Did Stoick really believe that little fishbone Hiccup would actually 
fit in that tunic at _any_ point in his lifetime, much less within 
the next several years? Had he even bothered to glance at his son to 
estimate what might fit him at all? 

"Yeah, not likely. In the meantime, I can't have ye workin' in my 
forge in that getup. Ye won't be able to keep track of all that 
fabric; ye'll go up in flames the first thing ye do." He gestured for 
the boy to follow him. "Here, come on, I've got some needle and 
thread in the back. I'll show ye how to fix that dress yer dad gave 


For a while. Hiccup and Gobber both tinkered with the grossly 
oversized tunic as if it were a weapon whose forging required their 
joint attention, Gobber showing Hiccup where to put the needle and 
Hiccup carefully following the instructions, small fingers handling 
the tiny tool better than many Viking women. When he was reassured 
that Hiccup knew what he was doing, Gobber left the boy to finish the 
job himself, returning to his catapult spring and trying his best for 
Hiccup's sake to contain his laughter every time the boy stuck 
himself with the needle. 

By the time Gobber was putting the last touches on his spring, he 
heard Hiccup approach behind him, and turned with an expectant 
grin . 

"Gobber, does this look right?" Hiccup pulled at the tunic, which fit 
him much more snugly and was actually at a proper length. He looked 
like the fishbone he was supposed to be again, and this reassured 
Gobber . 

The older blacksmith got up to walk a circle around the boy, checking 
Hiccup's work on the stitching. It was crooked, amateur, but as the 
old Viking adage went, it'd do the job just fine. "Looks great. 
Hiccup. Maybe ye've got a future as a seamstress." 

"Very funny, " Hiccup sneered, pulling at a loose thread and quietly 
admiring his work. 

Gobber folded his arms and tried not to laugh as the memory of the 
tent-sized tunic came back to him. "a€l But maybe on yer next 
birthday, ye should tell yer dad what might actually fit ya." 


"He won't listena€l" 



"Ye don't know that! Just tell 'im. He'll listen, trust me." 

Hiccup just sighed and nursed his needle-punctured fingertips. "I 
hope you're righta€ 1 " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The day after Hiccup's fourteenth birthday, Gobber's apprentice 
arrived to work with a bundle in his hands . <p> 

"Hey Gobber, " he called, approaching his instructor, who turned from 
working on his prosthetic leg to look at him, "I've got a present for 
you . " 

Gobber, after giving Hiccup a prolonged look of both suspicion and 
excitement, took the bundle and unwrapped it. "Oh, a new tunic, eh? 
Thankya Hiccup, looks like it'll fit jus' right! My ol ' one was 
gettin' a little torn up anyway." He mussed Hiccup's hair, and the 
boy ducked away with a cheerful 'You're welcome', venturing to put on 
his apron and gloves. 

"a€l Uh, 'ey. Hiccup?" Gobber's voice reached across the forge, now 
steeped in a bit of skepticism. "a€l By any chance was this one o' 
yer birthday gifts from yer dad?" 

The younger of the two turned away so Gobber couldn't see his 
slightly peeved smile. "Of course not, Gobber," he said, containing 
his ire, "What could've made you think that?" 

Hiccup just hoped his downsized green tunic would last him a couple 
more years . 


5. The Unhelpful and the Lovelorn 

**Hello again! It's good to be back, and it was even nicer to find 
all of your favorites/follows/reviews in my inbox! Thanks so much 
(once again!) for all of your support! I'll start replying to guest 
reviews in the A.N. at the end of chapters, for those of you lovely 
people who leave them. :)** 

**And so we revive with chapter five: Gobber helping out a lovesick 
Hiccup (well, trying to) , because come ona€"we all know he would. XD 
Loosely based on a deleted scene from the first movie called "An Axe 
to Grind." Takes place about a year or two before HTTYD 1.** 

**With that, thanks for visiting and I hope you enjoy reading!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"Ye've got a crush on Astrid, 'aven't ya?"<p> 

Hiccup immediately choked on his sip of water, quickly leaning over 
to pound on his frail chest and cough painfully. Finally, he dragged 
himself back to a vertical position, staring at Gobber like his 
mentor had grown a second head (or hand or leg) . _"What?"_ 

Gobber just snickered at his awkward apprentice, taking a drink from 
his own mug. It was a nice day (nice by Berk's standards, at least), 
and the pair ate their noontime meal sitting on the ground outside 



the forge, ignoring the remaining chill in the air as the snow melted 
in preparation for the hailing months. After five minutes of no 
conversation, Gobber had brought up the subject of his apprentice's 
love life at the most inopportune momenta€"namely , while the kid had 
been trying to drink. No matter. Gobber would get an answer out of 
him eventually. 

"Ye heard me. Astrid, the lass, yer age, blond hair, ya know? Ye like 
her. Don't think I haven't seen!" 

Hiccup fixed him with a nasty glare, more carefully drinking his 
water. "Seen what, exactly, 0 Wise Gobber Who Obviously Knows 
Everything? " 

Ignoring the sass, the blacksmith continued, "Oh, I see a lotta 
things, lad. The way you an' every other kid yer age looks at 'er. 
She's a pretty lass, ya know. With yer brains and her, y'know, 
_Viking_-ness , you two ' d make perfect children!" 

Previous collected glare now gone from his face. Hiccup looked 
mortified. "We're not having this conversation." 

"Sure we are!" Gobber exclaimed encouragingly whilst companionably 
slapping Hiccup's back, as if this might cure Hiccup's aversion to 
talking to his father's best friend about his interest in the 
opposite gender, before continuing, "An' that's not all I see. I 
mean, anyone else come into the forge to get their spear fixed up or 
whatnot, ye don't even look 'em in the eye! _Astrid,_ now, that lass 
comes in and ye get all red, ye talk to hera€ 1 well, _try_ to talk to 
'era€l and ye fix up that axe like it belonged to Odin 'imself!" 

"I do not get _red!"_ Hiccup snapped loudly, causing one or two heads 
to turn from the passing villagers. On cue. Hiccup's face turned 
crimson, numerous freckles disappearing into the red glow, and he 
hissed, leaning closer to Gobber, "And I'm only trying to do my job! 
Do you want me to ignore her or something?" 

Gobber chuckled in that adult fashion that Hiccup loathed. "No, but 
ye don't have to fall all over yourself tryin' to make a good 
impression either, do ya? Hey, don't ya worry; I get it, I was young 
once. Why, I was a reg'lar romantic when I was yer age!" 

Hiccup's face contorted in and out of disgust and amusement for a 
moment, most likely pondering how someone like Gobber could ever go 
about being _romantic._ "a€l Thanks for, uh, sharing that, I guess." 
Remembering their initial topic, he hurriedly asserted as forcefully 
as he could, "But that doesn't matter. I still don't _like_ 

Astrid . " 

"Ye can't fool this ol ' blacksmith. Hie." Gobber sounded so boredly 
confident in his knowledge that Hiccup became flustered. 

The boy huffed. "Well, why _would_ I like her? She's scary, rude, and 
violenta€ 1 and she'd never date me anyway! She's strong and a good 
fighter, the village likes her, and she's _way_ too pretty for ma€"" 
Hiccup seemed to realize where his words had led him, because 
Gobber 's smile grew increasingly dodgy and the boy's face immediately 
morphed from idle infatuation to panic. "I-I mean, what I _meant_ 
was, Ia€l Oh godsa€ 1 " 



Gobber started to laugh, loud enough to turn more heads from 
passerby, but unlike Hiccup he didn't much care about their opinions, 
and continued to guffaw even while the younger blacksmith was 
practically strangling (or _trying_ to strangle) him, hissing, "Shut 
up ! Shut up ! " 

Eventually, Gobber calmed down, pushing the boy off of him and giving 
a final humorous sigh. Then he grinned and leaned toward Hiccup, tone 
hushed like the two of them were discussing something extremely 
important. "So have ye tried talkin' to her, lad?" 

"Talking to her?" Hiccup picked at the remainder of his meal and 
glanced sidelong at Gobber. "She barely knows I exist." 

"Now, how can that be?" Gobber exclaimed. "There's only a few kids 
yer age in town." 

The boy rolled his eyes. "Fine, rephrase. She knows I exist and 
chooses not to acknowledge that fact." 

Undeterred by this frankly disheartening information, Gobber 
resolved, "Then yer just gonna have to 'pproach her outside o' the 
forge and talk to her!" 

"Ugha€ 1 " Hiccup dragged a hand down his freckled face, not wanting to 
offend Gobber by refusing his help but also wanting to wring the 
older man's neck. "Gobber, I appreciate your, uha€ 1 '_help'_a€l But I 
seriously doubt anything I do or say to Astrid will ever made her 
like me. It'd probably just make her hate me more." 

"Ye don't know that! Do ye think yer mother liked yer father when 
they first met? No, sir! She hated him! Rightfully so, in my 
'piniona€l But with a lil' help from ol ' Gobber, they got married and 
_you_ were born! So, in a way, ye owe me one, kid. But on the other 
hand, that also means I can help ya out with Astrid so ye can have 
nice Vikin' children that won't be disappointments like 
you ! " 

Hiccup's mind was still stuck on the bit about Gobber 's involvement 
with his mother and father, and he questioned his entire existence 
for about five seconds before shaking it off, vowing to interrogate 
his father about it later, and finally backpedaling, "Oh, no. No, no. 
You can't help me with Astrid." 

"And why not?" 

"Becausea€ 1 Well, because it's _weird,_ that's why! You're my boss, 
_and_ my dad's best friend, not my matchmaker. _Please,_ Gobber, just 
stay out of it . " 

Gobber raised his hands in surrender. "Fine, fine. Ye don't want my 
help. But if ye ever change yer minda€ 1 " 

_"Gobber._ No." 

"Okay, okay, lad, " Gobber chuckled, lifting his mug of mead to take a 
sip, and, considering the case closed. Hiccup was reassured enough to 
continue eating his lunch. However, after a moment, Gobber said 
slowly, "But, uh, in case it interests ya, Hiccupa€ 1 A few days ago 
while ye were fetchin' water, Astrid came into the forge to fix her 



axe, and I may ' ave mentioned a couple things 'bout yaa€ 1 " 


* * 


* 


><p>In the woods near Raven Point, Astrid paused in fetching her axe 
from a tree when a faraway, shrill scream of <em>"GOBBER ! "<em> echoed 
through the woods. She almost recognized the voicea€ 1 

She just shook her head and wondered if Elder Gothi would be willing 
to check her ears later on that day. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Mottlef lower : Aww, thanks so much for your reviews! I'm 
glad you like the story! I quite like your idea; I'll definitely try 
to use it in the future. Thanks so much! : ) <strong> 

**Xyst: I feel just the same way about Gobber! He really is awesome. 
:) And thank you so much for your kind review! I work the hardest on 
portraying characters, so it is such a compliment that you think 
Hiccup is in-character ! Thanks again. :)** 


6. Sick Days and Stalwart Jerks 

**Hiya everyone! Once again, thanks so much for your support! It 
never ceases to make my day. :)** 

**So now chapter six is thrown into the mix: the classic tale of 
somebody getting a cold. :) I've noticed that Hiccup's personality 
tends to lean towards 'nurturing', so I figure (hope) that his role 
in this chapter is true to his character. XD** 

**Eeedback is appreciated but not required, of course. Thanks for 
reading and please enjoy!** 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber heard Hiccup long before he saw him in the pre-dawn 
darkness. The boy was complaining loud enough to wake the whole 
streeta€"about the wet fog and the slippery slush covering the ground 
and the wind that blew mercilessly and the darkness that had not yet 
been overcome by the rising suna€ 1 <p> 

"a€l and it's _freezing!"_ his apprentice shouted as he entered the 
forge, voice echoing around the wooden walls. Hiccup promptly 
clutched at his skinny arms and rubbed them furiously in a feeble 
attempt to get some feeling back into the numb appendages. 

"a€l Oh, hey Gobber," the boy remarked almost as an afterthought, 
sparing a glance to the mountain of a man poised on his workbench 
before giving one last body-wracking shiver and traipsing over to 
slip on his gloves and apron, "How long have you been here?" 

"All night, " the blacksmith replied noncommittally, taking a moment 
to rub his sagging eyes before returning to polishing a bloodied 
sword . 

Hiccup frowned after slipping his apron over his head, glancing 
outside at the abundance of fresh snow. "All nighta€ 1 ? Gobber, it was 



practically a blizzard all last night. It was probably freezing in 
here, even with the fire. Why didn't you go home?" 

The blacksmith suppressed a chuckle; he was never sure whether to 
find it funny or very creepy when Hiccup played mother hen. Which was 
often these days. "Aw, ye know. I've been trainin' all those new 
recruits; I haven't had time to keep up on my jobs. Had to pull an 
all-nighter just to get somethin' done." 

Hiccup's arms folded, this time out of clucking disapproval instead 
of cold. "If you really needed help, why didn't you ask? It's not 
like I have anything to do." 

"'Cause I don't _need_ help!" Gobber half-snapped, quickly becoming 
exasperated with his prying apprentice. "Dragon training's almost 
through; things 'll be back to normal soon. In the meantime, I ' d be 
watchin' yer own back. The village ain't happy ye got that longship 
set on f ire . " 

"Hey, that _wasn't_ my fault! I didn't know the dragon would follow 
me _into_ the water, anda€ 1 " He frowned, placing his hands on his 
hips. "You're changing the subject!" 

"Am not. Get to yer work now, 'fore I fire ya." 

"You always say that, " the boy groused, before returning to his own 
workbench, boredly replacing the handles of several axes. He had no 
idea how Gobber had stayed in the forge all night, without even a 
cloak. It was cold enough in the daytime; he didn't want to imagine 
what it was like in the forge with the chill of night, during a 
snowstorm no less. 

"You're working too hard, you know," Hiccup called, eyes not leaving 
his project. 

"Seems I'm the only one 'round here." 

"You're gonna get sick." 

"Vikings don't get sick. Hiccup." 

"I'm telling you. Give it a day or two, and you're going to get a 
nasty f lua€ 1 " 

Gobber laughed at this proposal like he had never heard anything so 
ridiculous (and for a blacksmith that believed in trolls, that was 
saying something) . "Gimme a ill' credit! I ain't a pansy; I don't get 
sick from a ill' work. C'mon, now. And ye'd better be fixin' those 
axes like I asked ya ! " 

"I am," Hiccup sighed, returning his attention to the task, and after 
one final sing-song, "Don't say I didn't warn youa€l", he finally 
decided to drop the subject. He just hoped Gobber didn't actually get 
sick, because that wouldn't be much fun for anyone. 

"Stupid Vikings with their stupid stubbornness issuesa€l" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The next day. Hiccup once again announced his early morning 



arrival with a string of complaints longer than old man Mildew's 
facial hair. "a€l know how many <em>t imes<em> I slipped on my way 
over here?!" he demanded of no one in particular, and sighed, 
irritably rubbing his now-sore, soaking wet bottom as he entered the 
building. His complaints paused in subconscious anticipation of his 
mentor interjecting to scoff at him, but was thrown off when only 
silence answered his voice. 

"a€l Hey, Gobber? Where area€l?" Hiccup's eyes led him to Gobber's 
mountain-sized form leaning over his workbench, but when the 
blacksmith turned to face him, his mouth dropped open slightly. "a€l_ 
Oh . Gobber's nose had turned an unpleasant shade of purplish red, 
and it ran like a spigot (Hiccup wrinkled his own nose at this) . 
Haggard circles lined his eyes and not even the typical heat blush 
masking his face could cover the pallid color of his skin. He 
regarded Hiccup in an exhausted manner, continually rubbing his 
temples like he had a headache. 

"Do ye have to beller so _loud,_ Hiccup? Yer killin' me," Gobber 
grunted, voice scratchy and adenoidal. Usually Hiccup's complaints 
were good invite to some banter, but his head was pounding and the 
boy's loud, nasal voice was like nails being driven into his skull, 
for lack of a better simile. 

"Gods, Gobber, you look awful, " Hiccup remarked bluntly, approaching 
the man with his hand canted and eyes narrowed in concern. "Are you 
sick or something?" After a moment, his question rang in his head, 
and all concern melted off the boy's face, replaced with a slow grin 
and a sly turn of the head. "You're sick, aren't you?" 

"'Ere we go," Gobber grumbled, shaking his head and turning back to 
his work, trying to ignore the younger blacksmith and his 
headache-inducing voice. 

"Just like I told you. I told you, didn't I?" 

"Ye can just shaddap, I _ain't_ sia€"a€l ia€ 1 _Aaa-choo ! " _Gobber 
proceeded to let out a monstrous sneeze, the shrapnel of which Hiccup 
blocked with both arms thrown over his face. The boy took a moment to 
scowl at the blacksmith for thisa€"he quite disliked having another 
person's snot on his face, after alla€"before returning to his 
pestering . 

"Just admit you're sick, Gobber. Admit _I_ was _right . 

"I ain't sick." Gobber wiped his nose resolutely like this proved his 
case . 

"Oh, yeah? If you're not sick, why are you sneezing like 
that ? " 

"'Cause I'm allergic to _you,_ that's why!" 

Hiccup rolled his eyes once, and then continued to press, "Come on, 
just admit it, Gobber. You're sick, you _are . 

_"Fine!"_ Gobber finally caved. His head hurt too much, his throat 
was too sore, and his nose was running too continually for Gobber to 
even want to continue arguing with the boy. "Fine! I'm sick! I 
shouldn't 've worked so hard and I shouldn't 've stayed all night." 



Hiccup raised both eyebrows expectantly, and Gobber groaned. _"Fine_. 
a€ 1 Maybe, in a waya€"a _really_ small, not important waya€"ye were 
kind ofa€ 1 " His voice grew as low as possible as he grumbled out the 
last word, "a€l right." 

Hiccup grinned, restraining whoops of delight for Gobber 's sake, as 
he basked in his rare victory for a momenta€"even if it was just 
getting his instructor to admit he had a colda€"bef ore his expression 
returned to its previous mother hen form, and he chided, "You 
shouldn't have come to work if you knew you were sick." 

"I've told ya before, and I'll tell ye againa€ 1 " 

_"The only time a Viking takes a break is when he's dead, they 
recited in tandem, and Gobber sighed. 

"So I've got to push this ' un out. Hiccup. It's Vikin' nature, ya 
know . " 

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "When have I ever paid attention to 'Viking 
nature'? Go home and sleep it off, come back to work 
tomorrow . " 

"Who's gonnaa€ 1 " Gobber paused to unleash a phlegm-filled coughing 
fit, "a€l run the forge?" 

_"I_ will," Hiccup stated, looking miffed. "I can handle it!" Sensing 
Gobber 's reluctance, he enticed, "I mean, why wouldn't I be able to? 
_You _taught me everything I know; I could run this forge one-handed! 
a€ 1 Uh, no offense." 

Gobber 's meaty arms folded as he appraised his apprentice. The boy 
had worked here for seven yearsa€ 1 what could possibly go wrong? "All 
right, finea€l" Gobber finally relented. "But just don'ta€"" 

"Tell my dad, I know, " Hiccup finished for him, and then grinned, 
reluctantly confident. "Come back tomorrow or whenever you're feeling 
better, and the forge will still be running nice and smooth, I 
promise . " 

Gobber felt like maybe he should have second thoughts about leaving 
his forge in the scrawny hands of the kid upon whom Stoick had 
bestowed the title 'the worst Viking Berk has ever seen', but on the 
other hand, going home and sleeping was sounding better and better by 
the second. "Aw, I'm sure it will. Thankya, Hiccup. See ya 
tomorrow . " 

Hiccup's grin remained as he waved. "Bye!" 

Gobber waved back and then began to trudge away from the forge, 
towards his house down the street, all the while forcing himself not 
to worry. "He's been workin' in that forge since he was pract ' ly a 
baby! It'll be finea€l" 

The next morning, a recovered Gobber arrived to an only-part ially 
charred forge, surrounded by only a few unsatisfied locals who were 
pestering a Hiccup who only had one clump of singed hair. Gobber 
dispersed the villagers with promises of speedy and quality repairs 
on their weapons, and then turned on Hiccup, whose eyes habitually 
averted to his feet in preparation for a lecture. 



If Hiccup's face was _always_ going to light up like that when Gobber 
congratulated him on a job well donea€"even when maybe the job could 
have been done bettera€", the older blacksmith had to ponder the idea 
that maybe taking an occasional sick day wasn't such a horrible thing 
after all. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Xyst : I'm so glad you liked the chapter, and once again, 
found everyone to be in-character ! Sorry you didn't like the pairing 
the last chapter focused on; hopefully this one was more to your 
taste. Thank you so much, again, for your wonderful review! 

: ) <strong> 

**Loonaticsloverl3 : While you're not a guest reviewer, I couldn't PM 
you, but I just had to reply. :) Thank you so very much for your kind 
and thoughtful review! I definitely agree on that irony; it's quite 
an unfortunate dynamic that Hiccup, Stoick, and Gobber share. : ( Yes, 
I figured it was best to leave what Gobber said to Astrid a mystery, 
because it was probably pretty embarrassing... I'm sure he was just 
trying to talk Hiccup up (and failing miserably) . XD Thanks again for 
your review!** 


7. A Frigid Farewell 

**Hello, everyone! I hope you all have been doing well. I still just 
can't believe all the support I get from everyone; thanks so much! 
You're all so wonderful and sweet to me. :)** 

**Well, here goes lucky chapter seven: we take a trip to the angst-y 
side with a chapter centered on the relationship between Gobber, 
Stoick, and Hiccup, requested by the lovely Doomsday Beam (I hope you 
like it ! ) . :) I based this chapter loosely around a deleted scene 

from HTTYD 1, called "Goodbye at the Docks". This takes place a few 
months prior to the movie (so, when Stoick and Hiccup's relationship 
is still really strained) . As canon-Gobber never plays a central role 
in angst-y scenes, his characterization in this chapter was a bit 
experimental for mea€"I guess I was going for 'still very tactless 
but fairly comforting when he realizes he needs to be'? XD Hopefully 
no one seems too OOC . : ( I promise sassy Hiccup and Gobber will make 

their return soon. :) ** 

**Okay, I talk way too much. So, as per usual, reviews aren't 
mandatory but I certainly appreciate them; thanks for visiting and I 
hope you enjoy this (extra-long for some reason?) chapter!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was a windy, overcast day on Berk, and the entire village was 
bustling. About a third of the tribe population, led by Stoick the 
Vast, were embarking on the first voyage of the spring, in yet 
another attempt to find the dragons' nest. Stoick had managed to 
convince the village that these ships <em>would<em> come back with 
all warriors intact, because this time he knew _for sure_ where to 
look for the nest, and the denizens of Berk were understandably 
excited by this premonition. 


At the forge, Gobber and Hiccup worked as usual, repairing the 



remaining broken weapons from the last dragon raid and already 
beginning to create the weapons they knew would be lost on the search 
for the dragon nest. Gobber was a little sour about being left behind 
_again,_ but then again, he never much liked Stoick's excursions into 
Helheim Gate. There seemed to be an inclination towards frostbite and 
general death and misery on all the determined chief's 
journeysa€"yeah, Gobber would be just fine staying in Berk. However, 
no matter his cynical opinion on Stoick's voyages, he and Hiccup 
always took a break from work to see the ships offa€"Gobber said it 
was good luck. Hiccup said it was pointless, but both went 
regardless, if only just for the time away from the stifling 
forge . 

And so Gobber constructed weapons all morning along with Hiccup, 
listening intently for the signal that the boats were about to 
depart, when around lunchtime, he stopped. 

_"Wait!_ Shush." Gobber stopped pounding the seax he was working on 
and motioned for Hiccup to freeze, which he did mid-step, wobbling 
with Gobber 's spiked hammer prosthetic in hand. In the distance, a 
horn blew a prolonged note. "Hear that. Hiccup? The ships ' re leavin' 
soon ! " 

Hiccup grunted and finally cautiously set the hammer down at his 
feet, minding his toes. "Yeah? And?" 

"We've gotta see 'em off! It's good luck, ye know!" Deeming the knife 
he had worked on 'good enough', Gobber deftly switched out his hammer 
prosthetic to his tongs, plucked up the weapon, and plunged it into 
the waiting slack tub. "C'mon! And I won't make ye stay late for the 
work we miss. Naw, this is my treat! Let's go!" 

"Uha€ 1 Yeah, Gobber, about thata€ 1 " Hiccup shifted awkwardly. "You, 
uh, you can go on ahead and see the ships off. I'll just stay 
here . " 

Now Gobber folded his meaty arms and turned from the anvil to frown 
at Hiccup. "Hie, yer _dad's_ leavin', and he won't be back for weeks! 
Ye have to go say goodbye. He'll be happy to see ya there!" 

"Gobber, I'm really extra sure that he _won'ta€""_ 

"No if's, and's, or but's. Hiccup, we're goin' down to the docks." He 
shoved his prosthetic into the still-glowing coals for a moment, then 
withdrew them and clanged the hot tongs at his apprentice, 
effectively herding him out of the forge as he dodged the sizzling 
iron . 

"Gobber! Cut it out! You're _crazy!_" 

"C'mon! Keep movin'! We're gonna miss 'em!" 

Gobber herded Hiccup all the way across town and down to the docks, 
by which time the tongs had cooled but Gobber kept Hiccup moving with 
threats of making the boy take over at the anvil when they returned 
to work. When they reached the docks, Gobber paused to search for 
Stoick among the crowds of well-wishing family members and Vikings 
loading the ships, and saw him standing near the lead boat, giving 
orders . 



"There he is! C'mon!" Gobber caught Hiccup's arm and dragged him over 
to the chief, greeting enthusiastically, "Hey Stoick!" 

The chief turned and barely smiled, but the diminutive gesture fell 
off his face when he spotted Hiccup being dragged behind his friend. 
"a€l Hello," he replied shortly. 

"Me 'n Hiccup thought we'd come down and see ye off," Gobber supplied 
for an explanation, "For good luck so ye'll find the nest and stop 
takin' yer frustrations out on ev ' rybodya€"y ' know, like mea€"and all 
thata€ 1 Well, you two go on 'n say goodbye." He took a step back so 
he was physically out of the conversation, and grinned encouragingly, 
making a vague hand gesture intended to mean 'go ahead and talk'. 

A heavy silence ensued. 

Gobber quickly began to feel uncomfortable, glancing between the two 
and waiting for them to say something to one another, waiting for 
them to hug and say goodbye like all the other families on the docks 
around them. Neither Hiccup nor Stoick looked like they were planning 
on saying _anything_ to each other, both subtly turning away from the 
other and staring at the ground. Thor, to an outsider, one would not 
have been able to tell that they even knew each other, much less that 
they were father and son. 

They stood in awkward silence for a few moments more, and Gobber 
urgently raised his eyebrows at Stoicka€"beckoning him to say 
something, _anything_ to Hiccup. The man returned the look with a 
scowl but heaved a sigh and turned to his son. 

"a€l Goodbye," he said brusquely. 

Hiccup was examining his boots, looking neither surprised nor 
enthused with Stoick 's meager farewell. He mumbled glumly, "Yeah, see 
you later . " 

Gobber rolled his eyes and dragged an exasperated hand down his face, 
muttering to himself cantankerously. Since a few years after Val 
died, this _always_ seemed to happen when Stoick left, but recently 
it had gotten worse. He really just didn't understand what was going 
on with his best friend and his apprentice, but some part of him felt 
like it was his duty to at least get them to _talk_ to each 
othera€"most ly because he was the one they both complained to and he 
was quite sick of all their fighting. They were father and son and 
the only close family either had left; it befuddled Gobber that they 
wouldn't even say goodbye to one another, especially since Stoick was 
leaving on a potentially dangerous journey. Well, whatever. If they 
wouldn't talk by themselves, Gobber was going to _force_ them, even 
if they ended up standing on the docks all day long. 

So Gobber turned to his apprentice, with a look of _you had better go 
along with this or I will feed you to the next Monstrous Nightmare we 
see_ on his face. "Stoick," he said deliberately, "what Hiccup 
_meant_ to say to ya wasa€ 1 " 

Hiccup sighed moodily at the prompt, crossing his arms and not 
dragging his eyes up from the ground. His voice came out a sullen 
mutter. "GoodbyeaGl Dad." 


"And?" Gobber prodded. 



"I hope you find the dragon's nest or whatever it is you're looking 
for. " 

Gobber smacked him subtly, and repeated, "And?" 

"a€l Have a safe trip. I'll bea€ 1 here. Like 
usual . " 

"And?" 

"I'lla€l miss you. Dad." 

_ "And?" _ 

Hiccup lifted his head a fraction of an inch to narrow his eyes at 
Gobber, but seeing no mercy on his instructor's face, he averted his 
eyes downward once again and mumbled, barely audible, "I love 
you . " 

Gobber nodded in approval at Hiccup and then turned on Stoick, who 
had watched the entire exchange with a mixture of awkwardness and 
impatience. "Hiccup, now Stoick has somethin' to say to ya, " Gobber 
said with a cheery tone of voice that didn't match the death glare he 
was giving his best friend, gesturing at the chief to speak. 

Stoick shifted, and rumbled gruffly, "Uha€ 1 Goodbye, son. I'll be 
back in a few weeks. Probably." 

"Keep goin ' . " 

"Staya€l out of trouble, if you can. Don't let the house burn down 
again . " 

"And?" 

Stoick fished for something to say. "Keepa€ 1 Keep working 
hard . " 

"Anda€ 1 ?" 

"I'll be thinking of you," Stoick finally muttered, "I love you 
too . " 

Gobber nodded his approbation and waited again. When neither the 
father nor the son made another move, favoring instead to stand there 
in silence, Gobber rolled his eyes. "Do I have to do everythin ' a€ 1 ? " 
he grumbled to no one, and then gave Hiccup a push towards his 
father. The boy shuffled forward like a prisoner to the gallows, and 
upon reaching Stoick 's side, he unhappily struggled to put one arm 
around his father's massive back. Stoick inelegantly patted the back 
of Hiccup's head, and they remained in the pathetic contact they 
passed off as a hug for only a second or two before backing away from 
each other, muttering fragments of sentences to one another. 

Gobber watched the entire display with a certain degree of 
incredulity; then again, he didn't know what else he should have 
expected from the indifferent chief and his awkward son who had more 
disagreements than the opposite sides of a magnet. He remembered, 
years and years ago, when Stoick was leaving on a journey, he would 



warmly embrace Hiccup and then kiss his wife, vowing the entire time 
that he would return home soon. Gobber ruefully reminded himself that 
those days were long gone. "All _right_ then," he announced, louder 
than necessary, "Good luck, Stoick! Find the nest and send 'em 
runnin'! Hiccup and me 'll be at the forge ev ' ryday ! Workin' and all 
that! We just _know_ ye'll find the dragons and kill ev ' ry last one 
of 'em! We have complete faith in ye, don't we. Hiccup?" The teenager 
nodded dismally, and Gobber continued, overly chipper, "See ye later! 
Bye! Return safely! Goodbye!" 

Stoick subtly rolled his eyes at Gobber as he hefted his pack over 
his shoulder. He nodded somewhat curtly to both the blacksmith and 
his son (getting an enthusiastic wave and barely even eye contact in 
return, respectively), and boarded the waiting longship. With not 
another glance backward, he shouted, _"Set sail!"_ The Vikings on the 
ships raised the anchors, and all six boats began to sail away, 
amidst cheers from the watching villagers. Gobber stood with Hiccup 
and watched the boats until they were barely dots on the distant blue 
horizon. After the boats disappeared from view, the well-wishing 
villagers still on the docks dispersed to return to their chores, 
leaving Gobber and Hiccup alone. 

They remained in silence for a length of time, gazing out at the 
empty, roiling blue sea. 

"Hea€l" Gobber paused to clear his throat, feeling awkward upon 
breaking the quiet, "He really does feel bad, y'know, for leavin' ye 
alone like this." 

Hiccup's eyes had not moved from where the ships had disappeared from 
view, expression gloomy, and now he exhaled just as bleakly. "You and 
I both know he doesn't." 

"HiccupaG 1 " 

"You were practically pulling teeth just to get him to say 
goodbye ! " 

"Now don't act like this is just ' im; I had to pull yer teeth, 
too ! " 

Hiccup turned on Gobber, almost shouting. "Well, maybe I'm tired of 
being enemies with the one person who should care about me!" 

"Yer not enemies! Ye justa€ 1 don't always understand each 
other . " 

Hiccup laughed, incredulous and without mirth. _"Yeah,_ I'll 
say ! " 

"An' I know ye two have yer share of fights an' whatnot, but I'm 
pretty sure he loves ya ! Why just the other day I swear he mentioned 
ye, anda€"" 

"Gobbera€"" Hiccup tried to interrupt, but the blacksmith continued 
obliviously, 

"a€l He didn't sound _too_ disappointed, so that just goes to show 
yaa€"" 



_ "Gobber!"_ Hiccup's shout effectively silenced the blacksmith, who 
blinked at his apprentice almost owlishly. "Sorrya€l" Hiccup 
apologized briefly, "Buta€ 1 I justa€ 1 The thing is, Gobbera€ 1 " One of 
Hiccup's hands clenched at the air as if the words he was searching 
for were tangible and could be picked out of the air. His voice grew 
small. "a€l He's all I have left, Gobber. Anda€ 1 And that scares 


"Hiccupa€l" Gobber began, but the boy shook his head drearily, eyes 
growing glassy. 

"Gobber, justa€ 1 forget it. Please, just forget it. I just wanna go 
home . " 

The blacksmith watched the boy for a moment, wanting to speak words 
of pity, wanting to convince the boy his father really did care, but 
wise enough to know that Hiccup had had enough for one day. "a€l 
Sure, Hie," he finally agreed simply, "Sure. C'mon, let's go. I'll 
take ye home. Don't ye worry 'bout work." He gently put a hand on 
Hiccup's bony shoulder, and together, they walked back into town in 
silence . 

Gobber couldn't help but sigh despairingly as he watched his 
apprentice's melancholy visage. When Hiccup and Stoick were together, 
the boy would backtalk, Stoick would yell, and they would argue loud 
enough to wake the whole island; they couldn't seem to stand living 
in the same house. But for some reason, despite how dysfunctional 
Stoick and Hiccup were when together, it was when they were apart 
when Gobber saw just how broken their relationship was. 


8. Cross-Examination 

**Hey guys! As usual (and I'm sure this is getting more redundant 
with every chapter), I'm so thankful for everyone's support! :) 
You're all awesome.** 

**So with that, we add to the plate chapter eight: a little 
interrogation between Gobber and Hiccup (not quite the return to 
lightheartedness I promised, but it works, I guess?) . This takes 
place during the movie, more specifically sometime during the little 
montage illustrating Hiccup's new 'double life' sort of deal as he 
goes between dominating in the dragon ring and bonding with 
Toothless. Also, it's in Hiccup's POV for once! I should probably do 
that more often. D: ** 

**Welp, thanks for putting up with me being slow as molasses, and 
please enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The sun was setting as Gobber plunged their last completed weapon 
of the day into the waiting slack tub, and Hiccup watched the 
furiously hissing steam with immense gratitude. He still liked 
working with Gobber, he always did, but now that he was doing so 
"well" in the dragon-fighting ring, it was all Gobber wanted to talk 
about, and Hiccup, despite his attempted research into dragon-slaying 
jargon, still didn't understand half of what he was saying. <p> 

"All right then, " Gobber announced cheerfully, wiping his one hand 



off on his trousers, "That's it for today; I'm gonna head home. Join 
me. Hiccup?" 

"Uh, no, " Hiccup responded, a bit distracted, his mind already set on 
the gear-shifting apparatus he was fine-tuning for Toothless. The 
only time he had been able to work on ita€"or any invention meant for 
his secret new frienda€"was after work everyday, for fear of being 
walked in on by a well-meaning Gobber. "You go on ahead. I'm gonna 
stay here for a while longer." 

Hiccup had told Gobber the same thing every night after work for the 
last three weeks, and up until several days ago Gobber had nodded 
agreeablya€"it wasn't unusual for Hiccup to stay after work, after 
alla€", said goodnight, and left. But for the last few days, Gobber 
had cast Hiccup suspicious looks, and now he sighed at his 
apprentice's words. "C'mere, Hiccup, and sit down," he beckoned, 
gesturing at their worktable, and the boy felt his heart slowly begin 
to sink as his legs maneuvered woodenly to the table to sit. Gobber 
couldn't have seen his invention sketches; the older blacksmith never 
entered Hiccup's workroom when the boy wasn't there, not to mention 
he couldn't fit insidea€l But the knowledge didn't make the 
high-strung boy any less uneasy. 

Gobber took a seat across from his apprentice with his chin resting 
on his hand, eyes glued to Hiccup's face, seeming to be searching for 
something. Hiccup matched his gaze, hoping he didn't look as nervous 
as he felt. "Hiccup, " Gobber started, concerned and a bit awkward, 
"Ye've been stayin' after work ev ' ry day for the last three weeks. I 
know you're not havin' a fight with yer dad; he's gonea€ 1 So what ' re 
ye up to?" 

"Nothing! N-Nothing." Hiccup forced his eyes not to stray to the 
curtain separating his workroom from the rest of the forge, in which 
lay every sketch and half-built invention for the Night Fury that was 
his _friend._ That moth-eaten curtain was the only thing keeping him 
from most likely being exiled from his home, and the thought did not 
exactly comfort Hiccup. "Justa€l inventing and sketching. You know, 
the usual stuff." 

"For three weeks?" Gobber sounded skeptical. "Doncha think ye should 
maybe put off the inventin' for a bit? Ye've been doin' so well in 
the ring, and I'm real proud-a ya, but ye need to make sure you're 
gettin' sleep, takin' care of yerself and all that. Got to keep up 
yer success, ya know?" 

"Right! You're right," Hiccup agreed hastily, "T-That's me. 
Successful. Good at, uh, fighting dragons. But you know how I am with 
inventions, can't get off one till it's donea€ 1 " 

"You're stuck?" 

"Uh, yeah." 

"For three weeks?" 

"a€l Yeah?" What was supposed to be a definitive answer came out 
sounding like a question. 

Now Gobber looked a little confused. "a€l D ' ya need my help? I don't 
know much about all yer strange contraptions, but I might be able to 



get ya started againa€ 1 " 


_ "No ! "_ Gobber looked taken aback by Hiccup's sudden volume, so he 
quickly and nervously continued, quieter, "Uh, no. No, thanks. I-I 
mean, that's really nice of you and everything Gobber, but I'm fine! 

I can finish it. Thank you. But uh, no thank you." 

Gobber nodded slowly, not responding to the string of rambling words, 
and continued in his earlier examination of his apprentice. Hiccup 
prayed to Odin that his face wasn't losing blood as rapidly as he 
thought, and forced a smile that probably came out more as a 
grimace . 

Gobber 's gaze was still on Hiccup's eyes, trying to find a clue as to 
what was going on. "Hiccupa€l Do ye have anything toa€ 1 tell me, 
lad?" The younger blacksmith's face turned a pallid white at his 
words, and Gobber continued, trying his best to sound comforting, "Ye 
can tell me. Hie. Just tell me what's goin' on with ya, lad, and I 
can help ye out." 

Hiccup pursed his lips, hands clenching into tight, anxious fists 
under the table. A small part of him just wanted to put his head down 
on the table and tell Gobber everythinga€"about Toothless, and how 
bonding with his pet dragon was helping him in the ring when he 
couldn't _actually_ fight dragons, and how he now realized that 
dragons weren't dangerous so he was _really_ beginning to question 
his _entire_ existence as a Viking destined to slaughter thema€ 1 But 
his lips only pressed tighter together. Certainly, Gobber was 
understanding and cared about Hiccup, at least more than anyone else 
on Berk, but his care and understanding could only go so far. If 
Hiccup told him about _this_, wella€l The boy didn't want to know 
what would happen. Even if Gobber _did_ believe him and didn't strap 
him to the mast of a ship and send him off for fear that he'd 
completely lost his mind. Hiccup was going to be in so much trouble 
that he may as well just jump off the nearest cliff to save his 
father the trouble of throwing him. No, this wasn't the right time; 
for better or for worse. Hiccup knew he had to keep his mouth 
shut . 

So, he mustered up a smile. "No. No, I don't have anything to tell 
you. Why would I?" 

"Why would ya, indeed, " Gobber agreed after a moment, seeming 
half-relieved that Hiccup didn't have anything to say and 
half-suspicious that the boy was lying, but he let it go with an 
exhale before grinning back. "Well, get finished with yer inventin' 
and try to get to bed soon. Tomorrow we're fightin' the Gronkle 
again, and I'm expectin' the best from ya. Hiccup H. 

Haddock ! " 

"Right," Hiccup agreed, mind straying to the grass he'd found in the 
meadow he and Toothless crashed in the day before, "Yeah, I'll be 
there . " 

Gobber rose and rested a hand on Hiccup's bony shoulder. "See ye 
tomorrow. Hie. G' night." 

"Yeah, you too." Hiccup smiled nervously, and Gobber let his hand 
rest for a moment longer before he removed it, gave a last 
encouraging smile, and finally hobbled out of the forge, whistling. 



Hiccup listened to the off-key song as it traveled down the street 
and finally out of earshot. 


When he was sure the older man was gone. Hiccup slumped over at the 
table and despairingly threaded his hands through his hair, heart 
still racing. Gobber expected the best from Hiccup and would never 
force him to confess to anything, surea€ 1 But now he had his eye on 
his apprentice, and Hiccup wasn't sure how long he could stay in the 
spotlight before the audience realized he didn't know his 
lines . 

Hiccup was living in a house of cards, and all he could hope was that 
the wind wouldn't come and blow it all down. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Xyst : Thank you so much! I'm glad everyone came off as 
in-character , and I'm so happy that you liked the chapter! :) Thanks 
again for all your wonderful advice and comments; I always love to 
read them! : ) <strong> 

* *Mottlef lower : No no, don't worry about if/when you review or 
anything like that! Leave as much or as little feedback as is 
convenient for you. :) And thanks so much for this review; I'm glad 
you liked the chapter! (I also quite like the name "Hic"a€"I try to 
save it for the sentimental moments. XD) Thanks again; you're too 
nice to me . : ) * * 


9. Mead and Meatheads 

**Hey everyone. I'm sorry I've been so slow. ) : Thanks as always for 
the reviews/favorites/follows!** 

**Here we (finally) be with chapter nine: little Hiccup tries mead 
for the first time, because one, I recently drank beer for the first 
time (not the same thing, I know, but close enough for jazz, eh?) and 
seriously, _how do people like it,_ and two, kid Hiccup and Gobber 
warms my heart for reasons unknown. XD A chapter this length really 
doesn't warrant the length of time I spent working on it, but. Ugh. I 
tried. And failed. D:** 

**Well, then, thanks as usual for visiting, and please enjoy!** 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber took a long sip from his tankard of mead, and sighed 
contentedly, sitting back and savoring the bitter taste. The sun was 
setting in Berk, but the fire roaring in the forge kept the inside 
comfortable despite the open windows and doors. Work was over and he 
had cleared a worktable near the fire, where he presently sat, 
enjoying his drink and freedom from the day's 
responsibilit iesa€ 1 <p> 

Except _one_ responsibility, which sat across the table from him and 
watched the blacksmith with curious green eyes. Stoick had embarked 
on yet another dragon-hunt and had left Hiccup here all alonea€"while 
he hadn't given Gobber any instructions pertaining to the 
seven-year-old's care outside of "Make sure he eats", Gobber felt 
sorry for the little runt all alone in that big, cold house on the 



hill. So all week, for about an hour after their work in the forge 
concluded, he and Hiccup sat in the forge and conversed in front of 
the fire. Once Hiccup started nodding off, Gobber would carry the boy 
back to his house and put him in bed, and every morning Hiccup came 
back to the forge for breakfast and work. While it forced Gobber to 
stay up later and do more walking than he normally would have liked, 
he actually enjoyed the rout inea€"the blacksmith felt like he was 
doing some kind of good deed, however small, by letting Hiccup fall 
asleep with company in the warm forge rather than by himself in his 
dark, cold house, not to mention he quite enjoyed the excuse to have 
a drink every night after work. 

Gobber tuned back into his surroundings to take another sip, before 
noticing Hiccup had been silent for some time. He looked over, ready 
to ask his apprentice what he was thinking about (and prepared to 
listen to the drawn-out thought processes of an overly-imaginat ive 
child), only to see the boy's eyes locked on the older blacksmith's 
tankard . 

"What ' re ye eyein' my drink for?" Gobber inquired, tone friendly, 
setting his mug down on the table and raising his eyebrows at the 
boy . 

"a€l Nothing," Hiccup replied after a moment, averting his eyes and 
taking a sip of his own mug of warm milk. 

Gobber examined the boy for a moment, before the answer dawned on 
him. "a€l _0h._ I getcha now." 

"Get what?" 

"Ye've never had mead, right?" When Hiccup hesitantly nodded yes, 
unsure of what his instructor was up to, the man grinned. "Ye wan' a 
sip of my drink, doncha?" 

Hiccup looked at him now, eager. "Can I? Dad never lets me. He says 
he doesn't want me to turn out to be a drunkard like you." 

Gobber ignored the insulta€"Stoick had jokingly called him worse 
names before, and vice versaa€"bef ore shrugging, amusedly. "I 
dunnoa€ 1 I don't think ye'd like it much." 

"I will!" Hiccup insisted, before entreating, "Please? I promise I 
won't be a drunkard like you." 

The older blacksmith laughed loudly at this, before conceding, "Okay, 
okaya€ 1 Just don't tell yer dad. He'd butcher me." 

Hiccup nodded rapidly, and the pair spat into their hands and shook 
on their silence (Hiccup's hand only managed to circle around 
Gobber 's index finger, but it was a shake nonetheless) . When the pact 
was complete, Gobber deftly detached his tankard prosthetic and slid 
it across the table, where the child eagerly lifted it with both 
hands and took a large gulp. 

Instantly, the smile melted off of Hiccup's face, and his freckled 
face, cheeks puffed out with the mead, contorted into several 
different expressions of disgust. _"Hmfff!"_ he managed to get out in 
the best expression of distress he could muster, but when he made to 
spit out his mouthful of drink, Gobber stopped him, howling with 



laughter . 


"No, no! Don't be a baby! Ye wanted it, ye drink it! Go on and 
swallow ! " 

Hiccup stared at him desperately and with betrayal, like Gobber had 
just sold him to a slave trader, but seeing no mercy on the older 
man's face, he plugged his nose and swallowed the disgusting 
concoction with more than a bit of difficulty, a shudder wracking his 
thin frame. Drained upon completing the arduous (in his mind) 
challenge. Hiccup flopped forward onto the table, taking a huge swig 
of his milk before inelegantly wiping his tongue on his sleeve, the 
overwhelming bitter-but-sweet favor lingering there despite his best 
efforts to wash it away. 

Gobber was almost crying with laughter as he took the tankard back, 
only fragments of sentences escaping his mouth, most of them being to 
the effect of "Yer face, " "Told ye so, " and "Oh, _Thor 
Almighty ! 

"It's not funny!" Hiccup asserted crossly, internally thanking his 
father for not letting him drink mead and hoping that rule would hold 
out for a long, long time. "How do you drink that stuff? It's 
awful ! " 

Calming down, Gobber picked up the tankard with his good hand and 
took a swig to match Hiccup's, grinning. "Aw, I can't much blame ya. 

I hated mead when I was a younglin', too! It's ana€ 1 " He searched for 
the word. "Acquired taste." 

" ' Ah-guired ' ? " Hiccup repeated confusedly. 

_ "Acquired. _ It means ye drink it till ye start to like it." 

"I won't _ever_ like mead!" Hiccup insisted resolutely. "I'd drink 
seawater first!" 

Gobber chuckled. "Aw, sure ye won't like it. Just promise me that if 
by any stroke-a fate ye ever _do_, ye'll come and have a drink with 
this ol ' blacksmith." 

"That's gonna take a lot of acquiring," Hiccup informed him in the 
most mature way a seven-year-old could, and Gobber chuckled. 

"Yeah, yeah, I know. But hey, I can wait. So, do we have a 
deal?" 

"Yeah, sure, " Hiccup finally agreed with a smile, and the pair 
thumped their tankards together and drank. 

After the sun set, as Gobber carried the sleeping Hiccup across town 
to the boy's house, the happy grin remained on his face. 

"I'm gonna hold ye to that promise, kid," he whispered, mussing the 
child's already messy hair. Because who knew? The day the blacksmith 
and his little apprentice were celebrating and drinking together 
might not be too far ahead. 

Those were going to be some interesting drinking contests, and Gobber 
would be lying if he said he wasn't looking forward to it. 



><pXstrong>Xyst : Thank you so much (as always; you're really too 
nice to me :D) ! Yeah, I would also call it guilt, and certainly, I'm 
sure that out of anyone in the village that Hiccup wouldn't want to 
keep secrets from, it would be Gobber, at least in that time frame. I 
dunno . XD Anyway, thanks again ! <strong> 

* *Mottlef lower : :) Thanks, as always! I'm so glad to know that you're 

reading . : ) * * 


10. First Steps 

**Wow! I'm alive! So, I'M SORRY I've been gone so long. : ( I've been 
at a very intense marching band camp for the last two weeks, which 
consumed literally all but maybe 2-3 hours of my precious free time a 
daya€"basically , I've had about as much writing initiative as a moldy 
potato. XD So I'm really sorry about that! This story is alive and 
well, and will update much more regularly from now on (hopefully even 
with school starting!) . Thanks for all your support and patience; 
you're quite the awesome bunch!** 

**So here we go again with chapter tena€"short ly after the movie. 
Hiccup learns to walk again from the amputee expert himself. This is 
probably the fluffiest chapter to date; sorry, couldn't help it, it 
just needed to be fluffy. XD ** 

**Anyhoo, thanks for putting up with me, and please enjoy this 
chapter ! * * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"C'mon. Yer not gonna learn any other way."<p> 

On a chilly evening up at the candle-lit forge, Gobber was, per 
usual, trying to teach his apprentice something new that was a bit 
scary and could quickly become painful for all involved. Nothing 
unusual there. It would seem, to any outsiders that happened to see 
or overhear, that the only thing out of the ordinary on this 
midwinter's eve was the usually-rapt apprentice's apparent _lack_ of 
desire to be taught. 

Hence the argument that the master and apprentice were currently 
carrying on. 

"Gobber, " Hiccup sighed, voice beginning to carry something like a 
whine as he was both emotionally and physically exhausted and was 
rapidly tiring of his instructor's pestering, "Thanks for offering, I 
mean, but I'm fine! Fit as a, uha€ 1 fit thing." 

Gobber only shook his head amusedly, albeit ruefully, at his 
apprentice, who had not moved from the spot he currently sat for at 
least half an hour. Gobber had been standing before him and trying to 
goad him off of the bench for at least half that time. "Hie, yer 
talkin' to a guy who lost a leg too. I know what's it's like learnin' 
to walk again, and I know ye don't wanna do it, but ye just _have_ 
to. No reason to be embarrassed, now. So, c'mon. On yer feet, lad. 
Let's see how 'fit' ye actually are!" 



Hiccup shifted uncomfortably here and there on the bench, mulling 
over his instructor's offer and all the possible assets and 
consequences attached to it, as Gobber waited patiently. Finally, not 
without a bit of hesitation, the boy began to rise, leaning heavily 
on the table, face twisted in pain. 

Gobber smiled encouragingly. "There ye go. On yer feet. Let go o' the 
tablea€"there ye go. Stand up straight, now." Hiccup did as he was 
told, wobbling, trying to keep the weight off of his prosthetic. "No, 
c'mon. Put yer weight on yer bad leg. Ye gotta trust yer stump, kid, 
or ye'll have loads o' trouble when ye start walkin'." 

Hiccup's face was strained as he finally settled into as natural of a 
pose as he could muster, body tight with discomfort. "It hurts," he 
protested . 

Gobber 's voice softened sympathetically. "Aw, I know it does. Hiccup. 
But c'mona€"yer the kid who took down the Green Death itself, Mr. 
Dragon Tamer and all that; ye can't tell me some pain in the stump's 
more trouble than that, can ye?" He was rewarded with a shaky smile, 
and Gobber continued, backing off a few paces to give the boy some 
room, "Okay, take a step. Yer good foot first." 

Hiccup did as he was told, right foot first, and then hesitated. 

"This is where it starts hurtinga€l well, hurting more," he remarked, 
wielding his sarcasm as the crutch he did not currently have, 
shifting a bit and wanting to return to the bench where he was sure 
he wasn't going to kill himself by falling and breaking his neck or 
something of the like. 

"Move yer bad leg forward." Gobber slowly took a step towards Hiccup 
with his own stump leg in example. "Swing it out to the side a ill' 
bit so ye don't catch it on the ground and trip, even though ye're 
kinda inclined to that sorta thing." 

"Ha ha." Hiccup did as he was instructed, swinging his leg wide out 
to the side (Gobber resisted chuckling at the sight) and cautiously 
setting his metal 'foot' down on the ground with a light, metallic 
tap. He hesitated, Gobber motioned him forward, and ever so 
carefully. Hiccup let his weight shift onto his bad leg to take 
another stepa€ 1 and immediately crumpled to the ground. 

Gobber was there first, catching Hiccup with one meaty arm, and 
Hiccup smiled embarrassedly as Gobber pulled him back to his unsteady 
feet, giving him a light pat on the shoulder. "'S'kay, Hiccup. 

Happens all the time when ye first start. Go on and try again." 

And so Hiccup tried again, three more times, and fell on every 
attempt. He tried again, took a complete step amidst Gobber 's excited 
encouragement, and proceeded to trip as his metal foot caught in the 
wooden floor. He took a few steps and fell flat on his face. He tried 
to walk quickly, just to get his first steps over with, and his 
prosthetic, loosened by all the falling, came clean off, followed 
quickly on the ground by Hiccup. Hiccup tried to take a full step and 
knocked himself over with his exuberant leg swinging. He tried, once, 
twice, tenfold, to cross the forge to Gobber, every time crumpling 
over somewhere along the way with pain. 


An hour later. Hiccup was at the table again, a little worse for 



wear, holding onto it like it was the only tiny outcrop of rock for 
miles in the middle of a roiling sea, and Gobber was once again at 
the opposite side of the forge, standing and beckoning Hiccup to 
him . 

"C'mon, Hie. C'mon over to me." 

"I'm just gonna fall! This is useless, Gobber. I can't do it, not 
today . " 

"Just try. One more time." 

Hiccup resisted the urge to protest that Gobber had been saying 'one 
more time' for the last half hour, taking in a deep breath. His whole 
body ached by now, not just his leg, and he was quite ready to give 
this up for the night. _One more time... this time, for sure,_ he 
promised himself, and cautiously let go of the table. 

He took his first step, quite practiced by now, and then another, and 
another. Very slowly, he limped forward, setting up a rhythm in his 
head. _Good step, wait, swing leg, set down, weight shift, ouch, good 
stepa€ 1 _ 

Halfway across the floor, the boy froze, pain flashing across his 
pallid face and welling in his eyes as his leg began to convulse 
agonizingly. A tiny whimper managed to leave his pursed lips and he 
began to sag towards the floor. 

"Hiccupa€l" Gobber started to walk forward to catch him. "Ye can stop 
if ya wanta€ 1 " 

"No, " Hiccup managed to get out, straightening with some difficulty 
and furiously dragging another painful step forward, "I _need_ to do 
this ..." 

Gobber quickly backed off at the look on his apprentice's face. It 
was _that _expression of Hiccup's, the one that spoke of fiery 
determination, of pure, unadulterated Viking stubbornness and a 
fierce desire to succeed. Hiccup was not going to give up anytime 
soon. "All right, then. Hiccup. C'mon, keep cornin'. Take a step. 

There ye goa€ 1 " 

Gobber 's hushed encouragement continued as Hiccup, breathing hard, 
painstakingly hobbled closer and closer, pausing occasionally to ward 
off the pain, until he was mere steps away from Gobber. 

"C'mon!" the blacksmith encouraged, "Ye're almost there!" He held his 
arms out, beckoning him forward. 

Hiccup paused to breathe heavily, examining the gap. When he had two 
legs, the distance would not have been even worth mentioning; as he 
was now, Gobber and that success that was so important to the dragon 
whisperer seemed worlds away. He'd never get there as he was moving 
now; the pain and exhaustion would overtake him before then, even if 
it was just mere steps. He needed to move quickly. 

So Hiccup inhaled, slow and deepa€ 1 and ran. Pain flared up his leg 
like the inferno he had lost it in, he wobbled and stumbled, but he 
was _running_a€"and on his last step he pushed himself forward into 
Cobber's arms, collapsing the instant something other than his own 



one-and-a-half legs were supporting him. 


For a moment, they stood in silence. Hiccup leaning heavily into 
Cobber's chest, breathing like he had just run the perimeter of the 
island . 

"Ia€l I did it," he exclaimed exhaustedly, and Cobber chuckled and 
shifted the boy's flimsy weight so Hiccup's face was no longer 
pressed into the older blacksmith's belly. 

"Yep. Ye did it. Hie. Ye did good." Cobber was quiet for a moment 
before grinning at his apprentice, a bit teasingly. "So, ye ready to 
walk home now?" He was answered with a resounding groan, and Cobber 
laughed loudly. "Okay, okay, I get ya, lad. Lemme get ye a 
crutch . " 

A thick, weathered spruce crutch was fetched and received and the few 
candles still burning were blown out before the pair left their forge 
for the night. Hiccup awkwardly and very slowly hobbling behind his 
instructor, leaning heavily on the ancient crutch that was much too 
tall for him. After only about ten paces. Cobber gave a good-humored 
sigh and easily lifted Hiccup with one arm, plopping the boy onto his 
back before continuing on his journey to his apprentice's house, 
happily ignoring Hiccup's insistences that _he could walk, seriously, 
he could!_ the whole way. 

Cobber finally put Hiccup down when they reached the threshold to the 
boy's house, only letting his sturdy hands leave his apprentice's 
bony shoulder when he was certain Hiccup had a strong hold on the 
door. It was late, much later than the time that Hiccup usually 
arrived home and as such Stoick was probably asleep, but the 
blacksmith was certain that the boy's dragon would be up to help 
Hiccup as soon as the creature heard the door open. 

"All right then. Hiccup, " Cobber announced in his booming 'teacher' 
voice, "Ye got some good work done today! Make sure ye change the 
bandages on yer lega€ 1 " 

"And go to sleep right away, I know, I know, " Hiccup finished for him 
with a small smile, pain no longer so dominant in his tiredly 
cheerful expression though still present. Then he began to shift a 
bit, averting his eyes, and Cobber knew the boy had something to 
say . 

"What is it, Hica€"?" he tried to ask, but was cut off as the boy 
shot forward with surprising speed to wrap his skinny arms around 
Cobber's ample middle, the blacksmith stumbling back a few steps in 
surprise . 

"Thanks, Cobber," Hiccup mumbled, voice muffled by his instructor's 
vest, and the mystified Cobber just managed to put his arms around 
the boy and squeeze back before Hiccup broke away with a grin, the 
emotion that had prompted him to hug his instructor gone from his 
cheeky smile but remaining in his wide eyes. "Okay then, 'night! See 
you tomorrow!" 

Without waiting for Cobber's response, the boy opened the door and 
hopped inside before softly shutting it behind him, while the older 
blacksmith stood there, staring at the door with his arms still bent 
in front of him in a befuddled remnant of their brief embrace. Hiccup 



hadn't hugged Gobber for yearsa€ 1 


The thought lifted the corners of Gobber 's lips as he turned and 
began to hobble back to his own abode, but not before whispering to 
the quiet nighttime, "G' night. Hie." 

Gobber knew so well himself, how difficult, how heart wrenching, how 
agonizing it was to lose a part of one's self. But somehow, some way, 
he knew Hiccup was going to make it, and the thought brought such a 
warm smile to the old blacksmith's heart. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Mottlef lower : Thanks so much! I also quite like little 
Hiccup and Gobber, as Hiccup is, at least later on, quite a mature 
child and Gobber is quite an immature adult. XD And I think that idea 
is absolutely adorable! Actually, a few days before I received your 
review, I wrote my own chapter on Gobber meeting baby Hiccup, but I 
also love your ideaa€"so it looks like I'll be publishing two 
chapters about Hiccup as a baby. :D Thanks so much for your fantastic 
idea and review ! <strong> 

**Xyst: Thank you so much! Your reviews are so kind and flattering. 

XD I also love parental relationships; they're so sweet and 
underrated (and I love little Hiccup too! At least in my headcanon, 
he's adorable :3) . Glad you liked that part! I kinda based it off my 
reaction to drinking a beer-like drink for the first time, so I hope 
it was realistic. :) Thanks again!** 


11. The Delicate Art of Naming a Viking 

**Here we are again! As always, thanks to all the fantastic people 
reading my brain goop. :)** 

**Now, for chapter eleven: how Hiccup's 'middle name' of Horrendous 
came about. Basically, just an excuse for me to write Stoick as a 
happy new dad (because I find it really adorable for some reasona€ 1 ? 
Plus it's a good break from movie-era 'gruff and angry' Stoick) and 
Gobber as a really unhelpful friend who doesn't like babies. XD 

:;k- :;k- 


**Thanks for visiting, and I hope you like the chapter!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber wasn't really a kid person. To put it simply. <p> 

He didn't like them with their screeching voices and their sniveling 
noses and their weak little arms and legs that weren't good for 
anything but playing. He was certainly not one to wax poetry on the 
beauty of the innocence of childhood or _anything_ like that, and you 
could swear by Odin that he'd swiftly clock anyone who did right up 
the head. He'd never had children and he didn't want any, and that 
was just something that was never going to change. Skies above, he 
didn't even like to be _near_ them. 

But when his best friend and chief, passive and aloof as his name 
implied, was downright _giddy_ upon introducing his new child to 
Gobber and proceeded to shove the infant into the blacksmith's 



one-and-a-half arms, Gobber really had no choice but to endure, lest 
he ruin the good humor that was very rarely bestowed upon the stern 
chief . 

Gobber had been summoned to visit his best friend's house on his 
noontime break on yet another cold, early winter's day. Talk had been 
floating around town for the past couple days that after a difficult 
delivery, the chief's wife had safely delivered a healthy child, so 
Gobber had had a pretty good idea of what Stoick wanted. That was not 
to say, of course, that he was _happy_ about the prospect of leaving 
his work to deal with a screaming, puking infant. But, ever the 
devoted friend, he obligingly took off his soot-stained apron and axe 
prosthetic (battle hero or not, Stoick probably wouldn't be thrilled 
to have a sharp weapon around his newborn) and made sure that he 
didn't smell like he had worked the forge all day before hobbling his 
way through the snow, across town to the chief's abode. 

Upon entering the house (without knocking or doing anything to 
announce his entry, of course, because he was _Gobber_ and privacy 
was not much of a concern in his world) , he was violently bearhugged 
by Stoick, who seemed to be having difficulty restraining all thata€ 1 
'_happiness ' ._ "Val delivered," was all he breathlessly reported, 
with a toothy grin wide enough to crack his thickly bearded face. 

"I heard, quite a few folks been talkin' 'bout it," Gobber replied 
with a smile, glad to know that Valhallarama, one of the blacksmith's 
childhood friends, had made it safely through childbirth. "I take it 
yer happy, Stoick?" 

The chief's eyes, a bit bloodshot and rimmed with dark circles but 
shining blissfully, were all the answer Gobber needed. "a€l D ' ya want 
to see ' im, Gobber?" he almost whispered, voice tight with 
barely-restrained joy. 

Before Gobber could finish debating with himself over how to go about 
answering that (maybe, _Hey, that sounds great Stoick, but even if 
that baby did come from ya, my best friend n' all that, I'm prob'ly 
still not gonna like the kid just 'cause he's a _kid_, so maybe ye 
should just introduce us when he's old enough to be fightin' dragons, 
_or something else that conveyed his lack of enthusiasm) , Stoick was 
already happily cantering off up the stairs. There was a whispered 
conversation, presumably between Stoick and the still-resting Val, 
and soon enough, Gobber 's friend quickly came back down with the 
bundle of joy itself swaddled in his armsa€"and before Gobber could 
argue otherwise, the infant had made its journey from the arms of its 
father to Gobber 's meaty ones without the blacksmith being able to 
get in one doubtful word edgewise. 

Which brought Gobber to where he stood now, awkwardly cradling the 
baby in a way he hoped was comfortable for the child whilst he 
examined its features. A dusting of gingery brown hair, the same 
color as Stoick' s, covered the top of its head. Its little face was 
slightly pinkish, and had freckles like Vala€"a whole constellation 
of them smattered across the tiny face and the impossibly small 
hands, too small to even wrap around Gobber 's pinky finger, that had 
managed to escape the blanket. Gobber didn't dare touch them, for 
fear that just lightly poking one of the tiny appendages would break 
them like fine glass from across the sea. The infant's dark blue eyes 
had opened since leaving its crib and now it silently stared up at 
Gobber with something like calm curiosity. 



Unsure of what to say, Gobber commented, eyes still locked with the 
infant's in a strange little staring contest, "Ye said it's a lad, 
right ? " 

"Yes. A little son," Stoick affirmed fondly with a touch of pride of 
the good luck of managing to procure a son as his firstborn. 

"Huh. Lil' is right." The infant, much thinner and smaller under his 
blankets than most Viking babies, could have easily fit in the palm 
of Gobber 's one hand. "Babies are usually a bit bigger than this, 
ain't they?" 

Stoick shrugged helplessly, defensiveness of his child steeping his 
tone. "He was born very early. It's lucky that he and Val are as 
healthy as they are. I'm positive he'll survive the winter, and he'll 
grow as big as all the other children in no time. He'll make a fine 
chief one day." 

"Oh, don't ye worry, I'm sure he will." The infant let out a tiny 
sound, and Gobber almost began to panic in fear that the child was 
going to start bawling, but the baby just as quickly quieted and 
resumed staring at Gobber, little fists clenching and unclenching at 
the air above it as if trying to reach for the blacksmith. "a€l Hey, 
why ain't he cryin'? Don't babies usually cry and carry on?" 

"He's not much of a complainer." The chief mussed the baby's wispy 
hair with a gentleness very rarely seen in the gruff leader, the 
infant cooing very softly at the touch, and Gobber watched with 
interest. It was a strange thing to him, what having a kid could 
bring out in a person. 

"Soa€l" Gobber shifted the infant around in his arms. "I haven't 
heard a name yet. Has he got one?" 

"He does. His name is Hiccup." 

To his credit, Gobber tried _very _hard not to laugh, he really did. 
Unfortunately, one still got out, an unattractive 

half-snort-half-guffaw that Gobber quickly muffled with his stump arm 
to keep from upsetting the infant. When his chortling was under 
control, he demanded incredulously, _"Hiccup?_ Ye named yer boy 
_Hiccup? 

Stoick narrowed his eyes at Gobber, irritated at his friend's shocked 
responsea€"but then again, considering he was talking to tactless 
Gobber, he really shouldn't have expected any different. "The name 
runs in the family. Val ' s father's name was Hiccup, and his father 
before him. She wanted to pass it on. Besides, it should do well to 
frighten off any gnomes n' trolls; you should know at least that, 
Gobber . " 

Gobber pointedly ignored the troll remark, and commented, "Wasn't 
Val ' s dad the guy who accident ' ly cut off his own leg with an axe? 

And _his_ dad was the guy who tried to sail to some fairy-tale New 
World? Hiccup the Clumsy n' Hiccup the Loony, they called 

' em . " 


"What's yer point?" Stoick inquired, suspiciously. 



"My point is, that ain't a good name to give yer kid, Stoick. Bad 
luck aside, kids ' re gonna make fun of ' im; vindictive ill' devils, 
they are. Ye need somethin' tougher, like yer nephew's name... 
Snotface or whatever it was." 

"Snotlout, " Stoick amended a bit absently, before asserting, "And my 
boy'll be tough enough on his own." 

"Not wit' a name like _Hiccup."_ Gobber rolled his eyes at the mere 
mention of the utterly un-Viking-like moniker. "I'm tellin' ya, 
Stoick, it all starts wit' the name. One second he's an innocent ill' 
baby named Hiccupa€"next thing ye know, he's a man fightin' wit' bows 
n ' arrows . " * 

"Gobber ! " 

"It's true! I've seen it happen! I'm just tryin' to help ye out here, 
Stoick. Has he got a middle name yet?" 

Looking almost afraid to answer, Stoick replied hesitantly, "Noa€ 1 
Why ? " 

"Well, that's it! Give ' im a tough middle name to go with his 
not-so-tough first name; that'll get ' im some respect." 

Stoick rolled his eyes sarcast ically . "And what exactly did ya have 
in mind?" 

"Well, somethin' that goes with the rest-a 'is name, obviously. 
Hiccup. Hiccup Haddock. Hma€ 1 I dunno . Hiccup Hideous Haddock, Hiccup 
Hateful Haddock, Hiccup Horrendous Haddocka€ 1 the third, I guess," he 
added . 

Stoick was surprised to actually find himself mulling over the names 
Gobber had provided. "Hma€l Horrendousa€ 1 Hiccup Horrendousa€ 1 Well, 

I would have to ask Vala€ 1 " 

Gobber chuckled. "Aw, I'm sure ye'll figure it out. And wit' you as a 
dad, I'm sure this ill' tyke'll turn out justa€"_argh ! "_ Baby Hiccup 
chose that moment to reach up and tug on Gobber 's lengthy mustache. 
_"Stoick!_ Take yer kid!" 

"He likes ya, " Stoick offered with a faint undertone of sinister 
intent, proudly watching his infant cheerfully yank at his best 
friend's face and hair while the blacksmith floundered, attempting to 
push the baby's little hands away with one meaty finger. The 
impromptu battle soon ended though, as the tiny infant tired, 
choosing to stick one end of Gobber 's lengthy mustache into his mouth 
(not without the blacksmith complaining, though not with any real 
irritation in his tone) before falling into a light sleep. When he 
was certain Hiccup was asleep, the blacksmith gently tugged his beard 
out from the baby's mouth, and then watched the infant sleep for a 
few moments with almost a tender expression. 

He gave Stoick a crooked grin as he finally passed the sleeping 
Hiccup back to the chief. "Well," he near-whispered, mindful of the 
sleeping baby, "I oughta be headin' back to work. Ye go on and think 
'bout that middle name, Stoick! When the tyke gets a ill' bigger, 
bring ' im around. Maybe I can teach ' im to forge a spear or 
somethin ' . " 



"I will," the chief grinned. "Thanks for cornin', Gobber." 

"Yeah, yeaha€ 1 Just don't make a habit outta it." Gobber gave one 
last casual wave over his shoulder, smiled one more time at baby 
Hiccup, and then left the peaceful house, walking back through the 
village to the forge. 

In the village, children ran amuck back and forth through Gobber 's 
path, laughing and giving ear-piercing shrieks as they threw 
snowballs at each other and pushed one another into the dirt, Gobber 
almost tripping over a few that went down under his feet. Normally 
Gobber would have gotten irritated and brandished the most 
intimidating prosthetic he had on his person to chase the little 
devils away, but for some odd reason, instead of growing irritated, 
Gobber found himself chuckling at their antics all the way back to 
the forge. 

Gobber supposed that, to put it simply, he was _kind of_ a kid 
person . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>*Very quick note: I read recently that though Vikings had 
bows and arrows at their disposal, they didn't use them in combat 
because it was seen as less honorable than fighting with a melee 
weapon (like an axe or spear) . So... that's why Gobber mentioned 
Hiccup growing up to fight with a bow and arrow. XD Just something 
geeky to share with you.<strong> 

* *Mottlef lower : Glad I could make you laugh and warm your heart and 
whatnot! :D Thank you so much, as usual, for the fantastic review. 

: ) ** 


**Xyst: Oh no, don't feel bad at all! Like I told Mottleflower a few 
chapters ago, review as often or as rarely as is convenient for you. 
:) Anyhow, I'm happy you liked the chapter and noticed the 'first 
steps' parallel (that was kind of what I was going for) . :) I also 

imagine a prosthetic to be agonizing, especially back a thousand 
years ago. XD Thanks again for the review! **** 

><strong> 


12. Leather and Other Rites of Adulthood 

**I live! :) Sorry about the slowness; Microsoft Word was being weird 
and kept murdering this chapter... so I had to rewrite it three times 
from scratch. D: So extensive blood, sweat, and tears went into 
****this update! . . . Mostly tears. ; ( ** 

**For chapter twelve, we take an unprecedented trip to the era of 
'after the movie' ! I assume everyone in this fandom has seen the 
HTTYD 2 teaser trailera€"this chapter takes place around that time, 
after Hiccup has basically stomped on puberty. I liked the idea of 
Gobber being unable to grasp the fact that Hiccup has grown up. 

: ) ** 


**As always, thanks much for visiting, and please enjoy!** 



><p>It was a relaxed, late winter day on Berk, the chilly air barely 
disturbing the two Vikings hard at work on their individual projects 
inside the village's forge. A few years had come and passed since the 
Battle of the Red Death (as the whole of Berk had begun to call it) , 
and since peace had been made with the dragons, Gobber and Hiccup's 
work schedule had slackened greatly with the new lack of demand for 
fighting implements. Only a couple of days of structured 
blacksmithing work remained in the week, for constructing daily items 
and the occasional specially requested piece of jewelry or weapon, 
and the rest remained free. However, both blacksmiths still came to 
the forge on almost a daily basis, out of necessity with Gobber 's new 
job as town dentist, and simple force of habit, not to mention Hiccup 
quite enjoyed the retreat from answering and helping out with every 
single dragon problem imaginable with the townspeople of Berk who, 
while almost wholly adjusted to life alongside the dragons at this 
point, still had frequent issues that they all called on Hiccup to 
solve . <p> 

Gobber had finished all of his dentistry work by mid-afternoon, 
putting away his well-loved (well, by him anyway) gigantic pair of 
pliers whose only use was to rip out bad teeth, much like he had done 
with the irritable Zippleback that he had just finished with. Finding 
the queue of customers lined outside his door to be gone, Gobber 
finally let out a relieved breath and removed his apron, and then 
glanced around for Hiccup, with whom he had exchanged a few sentences 
with that morning but had since lost track of. 

He found the boy hunched over at a worktable, laboring over a design 
sketch. When he walked in that morning he had mentioned wanting to 
work on something or other, but Hiccup always spoke in such 
complicated terms that it was usually a struggle for Gobber to deduce 
what exactly he was talking about. 

"Hey Hiccup, " Gobber finally greeted, trying to get a conversation 
started as he plopped down next to said boy on the bench, "I see yer 
workin' on somethin'?" 

"Mm." Hiccup was distracted, not even looking up as he messily 
scratched some notes on the side of his page, tongue sticking out 
ever so slightly in concentrat ion . Gobber couldn't help but laugh to 
himself; some things never changed. 

"Soa€l" Gobber leaned over Hiccup's shoulder to peer at the sketch, 
finding the mess of notes and lines to be totally unrecognizable. It 
could have been anything from a saddle to an improved bola cannon for 
how much the older blacksmith could make out from the sketcha€"Hiccup 
was obviously excited about this one. "Whatcha makin' there?" 

"It's a, uha€ 1 " Hiccup paused to jot down some last notes and then 
blow the loose charcoal particles off the paper, proceeding to 
finally turn to Gobber with clearer eyes, attention no longer 
diverted. "It's a mask. Or, a helmet, more like. See?" He proudly 
traced the outline of his sketch and grinned, eagerly awaiting his 
instructor's commentary. 

"Ye goin' to a masquerade or somethin'? Ye can borrow my sister's 
dress while yer at it!" Gobber laughed heartily at his own joke while 
Hiccup rolled his eyes, too used to this routine to take 
offense . 



_"Ha_ ha, very funny. You don't even have a sister. Besides, it's for 
riding Toothless. See, I'm hoping it'll fix two of my problemsa€ 1 " He 
held the design close to his face and scrunched his eyes up, 
surveying its minute details. "One, when I fly during the wintertime, 
I practically get frostbite on my tongue, it's so cold; what with all 
the wind and such. And two, when I fly during the summer, especially 
around forests, well, there's a lot of bugsa€ 1 And I haven't yet 
encountered one that tastes good." He and Gobber grimaced in unison, 
and Hiccup continued, "So I'm hoping this mask will help me 
out . " 

"Yer makin' it today?" 

"Yeah, a simple version; I'll add the bells and whistles later on. I 
want to test it out later tonight." Hiccup abandoned the finished 
sketch to get up and begin hobbling here and there, collecting 
materials for the mask, while Gobber went and began pumping the 
bellows to reheat the coals without being asked. Hiccup's sketch in 
hand and cheerfully examining it. 

"It looks like ye need some leather, lad?" Gobber called, managing to 
comprehend the barely-legible list of materials scrawled on the side 
of the page. 

"Uh, yeah. For the strap," Hiccup replied from across the forge, 
sorting through a pile of iron scraps. Finding some pieces that he 
deemed suitable for melting down into his helmet, he loped over and 
dropped them unceremoniously onto the worktable. 

"Oh yeah? Here, lemme get some down." Gobber left the bellows and 
began hobbling towards the shelf where he kept the leather. Quite a 
few years ago, the blacksmith had taken to storing leather and any 
other valuable resources up on a high shelf where Hiccup couldn't 
reach, to keep the boy from pilfering them all out from under 
Gobber 's nose to use in his inventions. The only way Hiccup had ever 
been able to get any leather over the last decade was to ask 
Gobbera€"and usually the blacksmith said no. But now that less 
leather needed to be used in making weapons, Gobber was more willing 
to let Hiccup utilize the precious hide they had in his inventions, 
especially if said invention was going to keep him from taking on 
bugs as his main food source. 

"Oh no, don't trouble yourself. I can get it," Hiccup replied, 
approaching the shelf himself. Gobber was about to scoff at him, 
because for years Hiccup always had it in his head that he could 
reach the leather and usually just ended up hurting himself, but the 
laughter abruptly caught in his throat when the boy reached upa€ 1 and 
simply grabbed a strip of leather. He didn't have to strain or stand 
on his one good tippy-toe or anythinga€"he just plucked it right off 
the shelf, as casual as could be. 

Gobber stopped in his tracks, aghast, but Hiccup didn't notice, 
strolling right by Gobber and thanking him for stoking the coals. The 
blacksmith didn't reply, eyes stuck to the boy's back. Sure he had 
noticed that maybe Hiccup was fleshing out a bit, maybe getting an 
inch or two tallera€"he had seen plenty of kids go through puberty in 
his day, after alla€"but he hadn't thought that he had gotten _that 
_much biggera€ 1 



Gobber was dragged back to the present when something flicked him in 
the forehead. That something was Hiccup, who was standing before 
Gobber with crossed arms, regarding the older blacksmith with a mix 
of concern and exasperation. "Hey, earth to Gobber! I was asking you 
if you wanted to help me make the helmeta€ 1 What are you gawking at, 
anyway? You looked like you saw Odin's ghost or something." 

The boy's instructor shook his head, a bit confusedly. "S-Sure, I'll 
help ye, lad." He paused, a bit reluctantly under Hiccup's continued 
concerned stare. "Uh, sorry to change the subject on ya. Hie, buta€ 1 
When did ye get soa€ 1 big?" 

Hiccup blinked once at the indeed sudden change of topic. "Huh? 

'Big' ?" 

Gobber began to feel a bit awkward for bringing up the subject, 
shifting on his mismatched feet. "Well, the thing isa€l I know ye've 
been gettin' older and bigger recently, like lads yer age 
doa€ 1 " 

"Don't you _dare_ try to give me the talk again, Gobber." 

"I know! I know!" Gobber allowed himself a shudder at the memory of 
how _that _discussion had gone, before taking a breath and trying to 
salvage what was left of his original point, "But I didn't know ye'd 
gotten so tall that ye could just grab the leather right off the 
shelf! " 

Hiccup stared at him a moment more, before grinning, a bit of 
confusion in his eyes. "That was what got so you turned around? That 
I could reach the shelf?" Then he began to laugh incredulously. 
"Gobber! I've been able to reach that shelf since I was, whata€ 1 
seventeen? I mean, it's nothing new. In fact, Ia€"" 

"Wait! Hold up! Seventeen?" Gobber interrupted, head spinning a bit 
in disbelief. "Did ye say _seventeen?_ Ye're only _sixteen,_ aren't 
ya?" 

"I'm _nineteen, _Gobber!_ Nineteen !"_ Hiccup rolled his eyes with an 
odd, cocky little smile playing on his lips. "Come on, Gobber, don't 
tell me you've gotten so senile in your old age that you didn't even 
notice who's the tallest around here anymore?" Then he grinned at 
Gobber, expectantly, and Gobber was about to retort that he had no 
idea what Hiccup was talking about when he noticed something 
_horrible ._ 

Hiccup didn't grin _at_ Gobbera€ 1 
Hiccup grinned _down_ at Gobber. 

And at this, the blacksmith choked. "Wa€" ! W-_What?!_ No! It 
can ' ta€ 1 " 

Hiccup's grin grew ever larger. "Oh _yes_ it can, old man." 

And thus, for the first time in quite a few years, Gobber the Belch 
was forced to look at Hiccup, like _really look,_ and was left with 
two distinct impressions: one, the fishbone that Hiccup had always 
been for his entire life had inexplicably vanished, and two, Gobber 
_really _needed to be tuned into reality more often. 



Hiccup had indeed gotten tallera€"quite a bit taller, actually, now 
standing a few inches above Gobber (though the blacksmith _swore_ the 
boy's head had only reached the bottom of Gobber 's chin mere weeks 
ago) . His hair had grown longer, darker, and messier, complete with a 
strange little braid, and the childish freckles that used to dominate 
his face had faded slight lya€"and Odin above, was that _stubble_ on 
his chin? He had fleshed out too, and while his lanky body mass still 
paled in comparison to most Vikings, especially his father, he no 
longer looked like he would snap in two pieces if hugged too 
enthusiastically. Even the way the lad carried himself had altered 
drastically, now speaking of quiet confidence rather than crippling 
insecurity; his eyes were brighter than they once were and his 
smiles, no longer bitter and forced curves of the lips but actual 
_smiles_, came easier. Gobber figured he may have just been uselessly 
waxing poetry, but it seemed to him that the misfit boy had finally 
found himself, and actually liked what he had discovered: quite 
simply. Hiccup had grown up, body and spirit, and it shocked and 
excited Gobber, who had stood by the boy's side his entire life, 
watching him grow and never really believing he'd become a 
man . 

Rapidly becoming sentimental, the blacksmith came back to reality 
when Hiccup began to laugh at him. "All right, all right, I wanted 
you to acknowledge I'd gotten taller than you, not stare at me all 
day long. It's getting a little weird, Gobber." 

"Aw yeah, sorry, lada€ 1 " Gobber then grinned, affectionately slinging 
a meaty arm around Hiccup's shoulders and squeezing him with fierce 
gusto, no longer worried he'd snap his apprentice's ribs or anything 
like that. "But I still just can't _believe _it. Hie! Ye've become a 
man right before our very eyes ! " 

Said young man groaned good-naturedly under Gobber 's arm. "Oh no, 
don't you get sappy on me, Gobber. I've got my dad for that, and 
that's even weirder than it sounds. Now, come on! I've still got my 
helmet to make, and I know I might be big and strong now and all that 
but that doesn't mean I'll turn down a little help. Wanna do some 
work? " 

"Ye got it." Gobber grinned and Hiccup grinned back for a long moment 
before enthusiastically hobbling back to the worktable where he'd put 
all of his materials (having to duck under things hanging from the 
ceiling a few times on his way) , excitedly babbling about how awesome 
his helmet-mask was going to be when they finished it. Gobber 
lingered back for a moment, smiling inwardly at that glow in Hiccup's 
eyes and marveling at the man he'd become (and he was _not _getting 
teary-eyed, he _wasn't),_ before chuckling and joining Hiccup at the 
table to sort through the iron scraps. 

"Well, yer right 'bout needin' help! I mean, sure ye got a ill' 
tallera€l a lot tallera€l but yer still the same ol ' fishbone! I 
mean, ye'd better look out, I heard there's a windstorm tonight; we 
wouldn't want ye to blow away!" 

"Okay, first, you've said that before, and second, that was uncalled 
for. Do you _see_ these muscles?" 


"Oh, sure! Lemme go get my spyglassa€l" 



"Not funny. Old Wrinkly." 


"I am _not_ old!" 

For the remainder of the day, Gobber and Hiccup worked away (well, 
maybe spending more time bickering than actually forging) . From time 
to time Gobber would pause in his work and just watch Hiccup, 
pounding away at his mask on the anvil he was finally tall enough to 
use, and let the pride burn in his chest. He knew, in that deep part 
of him, if Hiccup kept growing like this, kept maturing like thisa€l 
well, someday soon, there would be absolutely no one that would ever 
be able to defeat him. 

And in Gobber 's absolutely humble opinion, he wasn't aging too bad 
himself . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>* In the book How to Train Your Dragon, Hiccup calls his 
grandfather 'Old Wrinkly'. I found it funnier than I probably should 
have . <strong> 

**Guest: Glad you thought it was cute! :) Thanks for 
reviewing . * * 


* *Mottlef lower : :) I'm happy you liked it! I also really like Gobber 

and Stoick's friendship; I think it's kind of endearing. XD Glad you 
liked the fun fact, too! In all the research I do for this story, I 
find some pretty interesting stuff. XD Thanks for your review, as 
always ! * * 


**Xyst: I know, right? I wish I could read spend all day reading 
fanfics, too. D: (And thanks for the compliment! :D) . I like giddy 

Stoick, too! Writing movie-era Stoick can be such a downer. XD I'm 
happy you liked the interpretation, too! (I actually haven't seen the 
Defenders of Berk trailer yet, though I keep meaning to... Well, I'm 
glad I made an unintentional connection!) Thanks for reading and 
reviewing, as always. :)** 


13. The Derringdo of a Tiny Viking 

**HELLO! Wow, it has been _such_ a long timea€"so of course the first 
thing I'd like to do is apologize. _Sorry, guys!_ Life got really 
busy and my school work proliferated, and I just couldn't keep up 
with this storya€"it didn't help that this chapter was really long 
and kinda hard to figure out. : ( So I'm really sorry about that! I'm 
not abandoning this story, not by a long shota€"this story is always 
on my mind, though I don't always have the time to write it. :) So 
yes! I'm shooting for updates to be much more regular from 
herea€"hopefully the next one will be before the holidays because 
I've got a holiday-themed chapter I want to write. XD So again, I'm 
sorry and I thank you all so much for your support. :)** 

**I return from the dead with chapter 13, which spans from Hiccup's 
exam-gone-bad in the kill ring to past the end of the movie, and all 
that good exciting stuff that happens in between, all from Gobber 's 
POVa€"a combination of requests from Mottleflower and Darlenel0104 . 

:) Hope you both like it! Since I obviously couldn't write about 
_everything_ in that span because it would make this way too long 



(but it's pretty long anyway), I broke it up into several pieces, 
taking away some scenes that were in the movie and adding some 
original ones. :) So there's that.** 

**Anyway, it's good to be back! Reviews are appreciated but certainly 
not required; thanks for visiting and please enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber was anxious. <p> 

Anxious, because he had watched Hiccup's exam turn very bad very 
quickly, right before the entire village's very eyes. 

Hiccup had been dropping hints the whole morning long that he didn't 
feel quite ready to take down the Monstrous Nightmare just yet, like 
_hey I'm sure there's some _other_ way to become a man,_ or _Yeah, I 
dunno, maybe I need a little more training_, to which Gobber had 
slapped Hiccup's back and laughed heartily. 

"Would ye stop worryin' so much? Just trust yer trainin' ! If it makes 
ye feel better, I swear to ya, outta all my years o' trainin' 
recruits, ye've been the most talented. I've never seen nobody else 
take dragons down like you do! Ye'll do just fine." Hiccup had 
timidly tried to interject, but Gobber shushed him. "Aw, don't waste 
yer fightin' breath on me, kiddo. Go spill that Nightmare's guts, and 
we'll talk later. 'Kay?" Hiccup had finally agreed with no small 
amount of reluctance, but now Gobber was starting to think that maybe 
Hiccup's hunch had a bit of truth to it. 

Gobber had watched incredulously along with the rest of the village 
when Hiccup dropped every weapon on his person when confronted with 
the Nightmare. The last piece of his equipment? His helmet, his 
mother's helmet, cast aside like trash, before he gently raised one 
hand to the dragon that had yet to attack him, shouting to the whole 
village that he had something to show them. 

Stoick, sitting beside Gobber as they surveyed the fight together, 
had turned livid at the sight of Val ' s helmet hitting the ground, 
made worse by Hiccup not even making trying to hurt the dragon. "I 
said _stop the fight !"_ he screamed, voice louder and more enraged 
than the stormiest of seas, and his hammer striking one of the metal 
bars encasing the arena sparked an explosion that once it was 
started, could not be stopped. 

The Nightmare, previously docile, turned mad, instantly setting upon 
the weaponless Hiccup, who sprinted away with the dragon close on his 
heels . 

"_Hiccup!"_ Gobber and Stoick screamed in unison, before the 
blacksmith gave his friend a push. "Get in there, Stoick! Ye gotta 
stop the fight 'fore he gets hurt!" 

Gobber almost thought his friend was going to reply with "He can 
handle it" (and if he did, Gobber was all too ready to punch his best 
friend in the face because this was not the way the test was supposed 
to work and _that boy's life was on the line), _but instead, Stoick 
nodded grimly and ran towards the gate, eyes locked on his son, who 
was running for his life in circles around the ring. The Hofferson 
girl, Astrid, had pried the gate open and was in there too, throwing 



weapons at the Nightmare and never missing, but nothing the talented 
girl did could knock the furious dragon out. 

Stoick reached the gate, pried it all the way open, and managed to 
pull Astrid to safety, but, as Gobber noted fearfully, not Hiccup, 
who was headed off with a blast of fire from the dragon. Some small, 
instruction-oriented part of Gobber commended the boy's reflexes as 
he deftly redirected himself away from the inferno. 

But the boy's quick reflexes weren't enough, and soon the Nightmare 
had pinned Hiccup under one enormous cage of claws. Gobber screamed 
his apprentice's name, over and over, pressing himself against the 
iron bars separating him from coming to the boy's aid, but was 
drowned out by a high-pitched shriek that came closer and 
closeraG 1 

And just when Gobber thought things couldn't get any worse for the 
poor kid in the ring, a purple shot, like lightning, struck the 
inside of the ring and exploded into a burst of fire, masking 
everything inside in a mantle of smoke. 

What few members of the village that had not yet been panicking 
started to scream along with the others. 

"What's goin' on?!" 

"What _was_ that?" 

"Somebody get in there and _help him!"_ 

And as the smoke cleared, the events inside the ring became apparent. 
There was a dragon, a _second_ one, wrestling viciously with the 
Nightmare. It was small and black as pitch and looked like no other 
dragon the people of Berk had ever laid eyes on, but all the same, 
every villager recognized it instantly and let out a collective gasp 
of terror. 

"_Night Fury, Gobber whispered, and nearly became sick with fear, 
because with one of those in the ringa€ 1 Hiccup was in more danger 
than ever. 

His thoughts were instantly fixated on getting in there and killing 
that thing, if not to prevent Hiccup's death then to prevent the 
destruction of the entire village by that beast. 

The Night Fury successfully pinned the Monstrous Nightmare, which 
quickly proceeded to slink away like a dog with its tail between its 
legs. If Gobber and the rest of the village had been paying attention 
to the forgotten Hiccup, they would have seen him, still very much 
alive and essentially unharmed, swiftly approach the Night Fury 
without any hesitation and touch it, even _speak_ to it, but the 
whole of Berk had other things in mind: such as speedily wielding 
whatever weapon they had on their person and pouring into the ring to 
catch and suppress that Night Fury. 

Gobber was about to run in to join the fight, before his eye caught 
Hiccup, standing like a twig in a storm as he tried toa€ 1 _defend_ 
that dragon? 


Gobber 's stood behind the iron bars surrounding the ring, aghast 



watching in utterly blank confusion as Stoick tackled the Night Fury 
and almost got singed to a crisp (Gobber immediately jumped into the 
ring and ran to join the fray as soon as he saw his best friend was 
in danger, giving a furious war cry) , but was somehow spared when 
Hiccup screamed one word at the dragon, and that word was 
_"No" 

The beast exchanged one long look with the boy, who still stood there 
unarmed and unafraid, leaving Gobber, whose sprinting steps had since 
coughed to a halt, to marvel at his seemingly unprecedented 
braverya€"when the lull in the dragon's movement allowed every nearby 
Viking to pounce on the monster, effectively subduing it as they 
pinned it to the ground, men surrounding it with axes, ready to get 
rid of the beast permanently. 

Gobber almost joined them, but his feet remained rooted to the earth 
and his horrified gaze stuck to Hiccup, who was screaming to deaf 
ears. "No, no, you're making it _worse!_" he was shouting desperately 
to the men holding down the monster, subdued by the Hofferson girl as 
she held him back from marching straight into the frenzy of armed and 
hulking, dangerous Vikings like some sort of one-man army, "Don't 
hurt him! Please, just _don't hurt him!"_ 

The boy's words rang round Gobber 's dizzy head. 

_Don't hurt him. _ 

Was Hiccupa€ 1 trying to _protect_ that dragon? That dragon Gobber had 
listened to Hiccup speak about for hours, the legendary Night Fury he 
was going to be the first to ground and kill, the dragon whose heart 
he was going to cut out and present to his father like some kind of 
trophy? It _couldn't_ be. That woulda€ 1 that would be going against 
every single thing Stoick had taught him, the village had taught him, 
the Viking way of _life_ had taught hima€ 1 every single thing Gobber 
had ever taught him. 

Stoick had come to grips with what side Hiccup had chosen before the 
blacksmith, getting up from the ground where the dragon had pinned 
him, staring with contempt at the restrained Night Fury and the boy 
reaching for the beast with fearful desperation and the desire to 
_protect_ burning in his eyes. 

"Put it with the others, " the chief instructed of the men pinning the 
Night Fury, but his eyes were locked on the traitor that had once 
been his son. 

Gobber tried to follow Stoick, but the chief swiftly marched up to 
Astrid, snatched Hiccup's arm, and began dragging him away, the boy's 
feet barely skimming the ground, towards the Great Hall, and Gobber 
ended up standing there, silent and still against the feverish 
backdrop of Vikings trying to figure out _what just happened here?_, 
heart sinking lower and lower when he realized, before the rest of 
village, just what had happened. 

Hiccup had trusted a dragon. Hiccup hada€ 1 _befriended_ a dragon. Not 
just any dragon, but a Night Fury, the most dangerous, the most 
feared dragon to ever exist! And the reality of the situation crashed 
down on Gobber all at once. 

Hiccup was a _traitor._ 



And Gobber knew what happened to traitors on the isle of 
Berk . 

Overcome, the blacksmith promptly reeled, caught by several 
unpreoccupied Vikings before he collapsed, the name of his apprentice 
a mantra on Gobber 's gasping lips. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Gobber was ashamed. <p> 

Ashamed, because as he hobbled towards the port with his loaded pack 
slung over one shoulder and his axe prosthetic tightly secured to his 
stump, thinking that he should have been happy because for once he 
was not being left behind to work the forge but instead filled with 
apprehension, something caught him by the back of the tunic, the weak 
grip stopping him in his tracks. Something in the blacksmith knew who 
it was, but he still turned around to check, and his fears were 
confirmed as he met the gaze of Hiccup, who had grabbed a fistful of 
Gobber 's shirt and did not look like he was going to let go anytime 
soon. Stoick had decided to postpone Hiccup's sentencing and 
punishment until they returned from the nest, and Gobber didn't know 
who was dreading it more, he or Hiccup. 

"Hiccupa€l" Gobber began, hesitantly, unsure of how to even _look_ at 
the boy now that he knew Hiccup had become friends with a dragon, so 
loyal to the beast that he tried to protect it from the entire 
village. He tried to be angry with the teenager, tried to treat him 
like the traitor he was, he _wanted_ to, but he could only be 
nervous. "I, uha€ 1 I think yer dad wants ye to stay at the Great 
Halla€ 1 " 

Hiccup didn't respond to the admittedly tactless comment. "You're 
going?" is all he inquired in a small voice, the question more of a 
statement than anything else. Gobber noticed that that light, that 
subtle happiness that had recently taken up residence in the boy's 
eyes, had vanished like a candle blown out by a damp winter gale, and 
the fact made the man's belly twist like he had just drank spoiled 
milk . 

He scrabbled uncertainly to justify his leaving, typically animated 
voice slow and dank. "Hica€l" He stopped himself from using the boy's 
nickname; it was just going to make Gobber feel worse, "a€"cupa€l 
This is a, uha€ 1 'all hands on deck' kinda situation, ye know? I 
mean, the dragons' _nesta€ 1 

"They're not _dangerous ! "_ Hiccup exploded, voice twisted in 
anguished frustration. "If you'd all just give me a chance, Ia€"! a€ 1 
I could prove it ! " 

"They've always been our enemiesa€"" 

"They don't have to be!" Hiccup's eyes pleaded desperately. "Please, 
Gobbera€ 1 Let me show you! If you see how safe they can bea€ 1 You can 
convince my dad not to go! Convince him not to do this! We can make 
_peace _with them! I swear we can, you just have to give them a 
chance ! You just have to give _me_ a chance ! ' 


Gobber swallowed thickly, a lifetime of memories of the dangerous 



dragons, the _evil_ dragons swimming behind his eyelids. The agony 
that had coursed through his blood like acid when both his arm and 
leg were chewed off whole by the monsters. The times he had watched 
brave men and women, people he was friends with, incinerated and 
eaten alive. Living in fear of their raids as a child before he was 
forced to grow up too young, too fast. Those long, horrible winters, 
fighting the crippling hunger because the dragons had taken all of 
their food. 

And very slowly, Gobber looked his apprent icea€"that boy he had 
practically raised himselfa€"he looked him straight in his begging, 
pleading eyes, and answered, just as slowly, "a€l I can't. Hiccup. I 
just can't." And with that honest answer, Gobber turned from the boy 
he loved like his own flesh and blood, lifted his pack, and began to 
walk towards the docks once more. 

Hiccup stood in stunned, numb silence for a few moments before 
realizing that his one chance to save the dragons and most likely 
half the village population was walking away, and he sprinted after 
his instructor. 

"W-Wait ! Gobber!" Hiccup ran to keep up with Gobber, struggling to 
catch the blacksmith's eyes. "Gobber, _no!_ P-Please! It's too 
_dangerous!_ There's something _else _on that island, and you'll 
never win! You'll _die ! _You'll_ all _die ! There has to be another 
way; don't do this!" 

"I'm sorry. Hiccup, " Gobber gritted out, avoiding eye contact and 
brushing the boy's hands off of him every time Hiccup tried to catch 
the blacksmith's arms, "But I'm not afraid, and I'm not 
stayin ' . " 

Hiccup's steps slowed to a stop when he finally realized that there 
was not a thing he could do to stop the only adult who ' d ever cared 
about him from leaving to destroy the only race that had ever wanted 
to become his friends. One last "Gobbera€l !" left his throat in a 
dying voice, and when the blacksmith did not even look back at him 
and the thought that this was all _so hopeless_ finally registered in 
his mind, a half-choked sob left Hiccup's throat, unbidden. He 
watched his mentor grow farther and farther away, and at that moment, 
the young Viking boy whom no one had ever wanted to sit next to at 
dinner, whom no one had ever wanted to befriend, had never felt so 
alone in all his life. 

Gobber hobbled away as swiftly as he could, down to the docks and 
onto the lead boat, but no matter how far he withdrew himself away 
from Hiccup, the boy's desperate plea continued to ring in his 
ears . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber was afraid. <p> 

Afraid, because when Stoick called Hiccup's name into the ashy 
battlefield, there was no answer. 

"Stoicka€l" Gobber whispered cautiously, trying to warn his best 
friend that maybe Gobber should be go looking for Hiccup, maybe 
anyone _but_ Stoick should go looking for Hiccup, because even though 
every fiber of Gobber 's being prayed that Hiccup was somehow okay 



despite the fire that had reached hundreds of feet into the sky that 
they had all seen Hiccup's tiny, faraway form fall into, he felt even 
stronger that if Stoick _did _find Hiccup, he was not going to like 
what he found. _If he found anything at alla€l_ 

But it was too late, because Stoick was already racing into the 
smoking expanse of rock and sand, screaming Hiccup's name loud enough 
to wake the gods, and Gobber could do nothing to stop him, sadly 
watching his best friend racing as fast as possible, searching behind 
every rock and crevice for his son, choking on the ash hanging in the 
air but fighting on, bound and determined to find his boy, his only 
flesh and blood. 

And Gobber felt numba€"he felt so numb, as it all registered to him. 
Never again was he going to scold Hiccup when he was late to work, 
never again was Hiccup going to present a new invention to Gobber for 
his inspection and opinion, never again was Hiccup going to stare out 
that forge window at the stars and relate everything he had ever 
hoped for to Gobber, who would pat the boy's shoulder and reassure 
him it was possible, it was all possible. Never again. All because 
stupid stubborn Viking Hiccup had given his life to save the tribe 
had been nothing but vile to him his whole life. It had been an 
amazing batt lea€" just when the Vikings finally realized that they 
were not going to win the fight against the Green Death, Hiccup and 
the other teens of Berka€"Astrid, Fishlegs, Snotlout, the twinsa€"all 
flew in on dragons, the very same that Gobber always used for 
training. Hiccup had rescued his own dragon from the boats and 
together, they led the Green Death into the clouds far, far 
abovea€"and though the looming Queen of Dragons did come back down in 
a holocaustic inferno. Hiccup could not be found. 

Almost equally numb as Gobber, the crowd began to follow Stoick, a 
little behind him, as their brave chief was almost coming apart at 
the seams, searching without regard for the still-hot ash and the 
hundreds of people watching him, intent on turning over every rock 
and stone on this damned island until he found his son. 

The chief staggered to a stop when he happened upon something that 

broke the monochrome hue of the ashen battlefield. 

There upon the ground in front of him lay a dragon, startlingly black 

as pitch in the midst of all the gray. It was alivea€"the dragon was 
alive, its fireproof skin having survived the fire. Its rider, 
however, was not present, the only evidence that this dragon ever 
even had a rider being the ruined saddle and rope strung out behind 
the beast in a charred heap. 

The crowd settled to a stop behind their chief as the brave man who 
had sworn to destroy every dragon in the Viking Archipelago sat 
hunched and broken in front of the dragon, whispering a tearful 
apology to his only son whom he would never seen again. 

Gobber stood at the front of the crowd, swallowing thickly. He didn't 
feel like he was in his own bodya€"more like he was watching the 
whole thing from very far away, detached and hurting. The Hofferson 
girl shoved her way through the hulking Viking crowd to reach the 
front, stopping short when he saw her chief and Hiccup's dragon, but 
no Hiccup. Her breath audibly caught in her throat and Gobber 's hand 
came to rest on her shoulder. 



For a moment, all was still and silent. The dragon stirred, weakly, 
eyes glued to the chief's, before ever so slowly unfurling its 
charred wings to reveal a tiny body. 

There was a stiff intake of breath from all who could see the scene. 
Hope grew inside Gobber. Hiccup. It was Hiccup, still in one piece! 
And Gobber almost began to celebrate, before realizing one very 
important fact. 

Hiccup wasn't moving. 

The blacksmith held his breath, watching Stoick grab the still boy 
from the protective shell of the Night Fury's wings, feeling for a 
heartbeat, casting his precious helmet aside to listen for that even 
more precious sound inside the boy's chest. 

And the chief found it. 

"He's alive! _You brought him back alive !"_ Stoick rasped, and these 
words set the entire crowd cheering and thanking Odin for this 
fortune. Gobber hollered with such gusto that everyone around him 
covered their ears, as the blacksmith hobbled as fast as he could to 
his best friend's side, just as the chief was thanking the 
dragon . 

Gobber crouched beside Stoick, an enormous grin nearly breaking his 
face in half as he smiled first at his chief and then at his 
apprentice, tiny and a bit charred and battered in Stoick 's arms but 
mostly unscatheda€ 1 

a€ 1 but before Gobber could comment on this fortuitous fact, the 
blacksmith's eyes dropped down to the boy's feet, and his breath was 
caught again. 

The boot Hiccup had worn on his left foot had been turned to ashes, 
and the appendage underneath it looked like it had been roasted on a 
spit. The foot was broken and mangled almost beyond recognition, 
barely attached to the boy's leg, and Gobber felt a bit sick. 

Hiccup was alive. He had survived, but at a price. 

"Wella€l most of hima€ 1 " Gobber completed Stoick 's earlier thanks, 
letting a hand rest on Stoick' s shoulder as the chief also realized 
the condition of Hiccup's foot. It would have to be amputated. 
Amputations were risky, there was no guarantee of survival if one was 
performed, but there was no way that foot would ever heal properly 
and while Gobber didn't know too much about all things medical, he 
did know quite a bit about amputations and he did not fancy the boy's 
chances at living if the foot, which would surely become infected, 
was not removed. 

The two friends exchanged a meaningful look, before both standing, 
Stoick with Hiccup in his arms. The chief barked orders to the 
villagers for a tent to be pitched, a makeshift bed to be 
constructed, and a clean, sharp axe to be brought to him. Gobber ran 
off to ensure that every order was followed perfectly, because there 
was absolutely no room for error, not with the village hero, not with 
his apprentice, not with Hiccup. Not now. 


Hiccup was alive, but not out of the woods yet, and Gobber would 



bring down Asgard itself to make sure that his apprentice made it 
through . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber was glad.<p> 

Glad, in a wistful sort of way, because he and Hiccup sat side by 
side at a worktable in the forge, taking a break from their scarce 
work on a warm, unusually quiet but peaceful summer day. Hiccup's own 
dragon. Toothless, the offspring of thunder and lightning that Gobber 
was still marveling at how little Hiccup, of all people, had tamed, 
napped in the sun outside of the forge. The soft breeze smelled of 
wildflowers and the sea. 

Gobber and Hiccup sat in silence, listening only to the ambient sound 
of the wind over the calm ocean, and the older blacksmith glanced to 
his apprentice. The boy had been very busy since dragons had been 
accepted into the fold of Viking life, and Gobber told him 
continuously that the forge work was light enough now that he could 
handle it alone, but Hiccup refused. He insisted staying on his feet 
and working in the harsh conditions of the forge everyday would help 
him adjust to his new leg faster. 

And adjust he did. The first several weeks after he lost the limb had 
been, unsurprisingly, slow, difficult, and painful for the boy, but 
in an incredible show of typical Hiccup stubbornness and resilience, 
he seemed to accept his fate rather wella€"better than most; better 
than Gobber had. And to tell the sentimental truth that most Vikings 
wouldn't be caught dead uttering. Hiccup's willingness to look past 
his missing leg and keep moving forward made the old blacksmith 
overwhelmingly proud. 

Gobber allowed himself a sentimental chuckle, catching Hiccup's 
attention . 

"What's so funny?" he inquired, voice faintly sarcastic yet 
good-natured, cracking a smile himself as he looked up at his 
instructor . 

"Awa€ 1 nothin'." Gobber grinned. "I was just thinkin'a€l" 

"Unusual, " Hiccup agreed solemnly, laughing briefly at his own joke 
that earned him a brief shove, before venturing, "What 
about ? " 

"Wella€l" Gobber wasn't sure what angle to start from. "We're kinda 
the same now, eh?" 

"The same?" Hiccup laughed a bit, though his expression was 
thoughtful. "Why do you say that?" 

"Hey, ye're a stumper now. Just like me." Gobber clunked his heavy 
wooden prosthetic against Hiccup's wooden-and-iron equivalent that he 
had made just for his apprentice. It was a strange-looking 
prosthetic, but it was innovat ivea€" just like Hiccup, in both 
regards . 

"That's why we're the same? I don't think soa€ 1 I mean, even the way 
we lost them is different entirelya€l" Hiccup clunked back, a bit 



playfully. "I mean, you're a big, strong blacksmith that lost two of 
your limbs fighting a seven generation-long war. I'd say you're the 
perfect Viking with the perfect war story. I'm just Hiccup the 
Usefula€"that ' s what they're calling me now; kinda funny, right? 
a€"who created some temporary peace and managed to lose a leg by 
being an unorthodox misfit traitor. I'm pretty sure you _don't_ wanna 
be the same as me." The boy's tone was light, unserious; he grinned 
at his instructor, who scowled at him and roughly punched his twiggy 
shoulder, the Viking equivalent to a hearty pat on the back. 

"Well, 'Hiccup the Useful', yer so-called usefulness _ended_ that 
seven generation-long war. So, I just wanted to tell ye somethin ' a€ 1 " 
Gobber fiddled with his meaty hand, partly regretting bringing this 
subject up because he was pretty sure he was going to end up saying 
something weird and offensive rather than heartfelt, which was his 
goal. He took the dive anyway. "Yea€l ye weren ' ta€"eh, _aren ' t_a€"the 
perfect Vikin' kid or nothin', buta€ 1 ye make me real proud, ye know 
that? Real, real proud. Ye always have. Anda€ 1 I _want _to be the 
same as ya." As soon as the last statement had left his mouth, Gobber 
huffed and tried to regain some composure over his tough Viking self, 
waiting for Hiccup's response and half-hoping it wouldn't come at 
all . 

Hiccup just watched him for a few seconds, and Gobber was afraid 
things were going to get weird, but the boy just nodded. "Thanks, 
Gobber . " 

"Yer welcome, ye weird misfit stump-legged traitor." Which was the 
Viking equivalent of 'You're welcome and I love you very 
much . ' 

Hiccup cracked a lopsided smile before rising, propping himself on 
the table and reviewing for the umpteenth time the several more 
projects they had to complete that day, setting off hobbling to go 
begin on his part. Gobber followed, passing by Toothless and handing 
a piece of meat he had kept in his apron pocket to the dragon to 
gobble up, making sure Hiccup wasn't watching; the boy went crazy 
when Gobber fed Toothless table scraps. 

The blacksmith grinned at the dragon, patted its head, and went to 
join his apprentice to finish their work. 

Gobber was so glad. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXstrong>(I had all the names of who I was supposed to reply to 
down here on a St icky-Notea€ 1 which I lost, of course. XD Sorry if I 
forgot you! I promise I'll do better next time and not lose all my 
stuff. XD)<strong> 

**Xyst: I'm sure it is! I will definitely watch it, whenever/if-ever 
I have time. XD Actually, "Viking for Hire" is one of the _only_ 
episodes I've seena€"because it had Gobber, of course. XD But I still 
really appreciate the recommendation! There's nothing at all to worry 
about; I love replying to everyone. :) Anyway, I'm glad the chapter 
gave you feels! I loved the idea of tough Gobber being like an 
overbearing grandma gushing over how much Hic's grown and all that. 

XD Actually, I initially thought the same about the height thing 
because in my head I imagined Gobber to be really tall like Stoick, 



but when I studied some scenes in the movie of Hie and Gobber 
together. Hie is actually not that much shorter than Gobber because 
the old blacksmith has that hunched-over shoulders issue. XD So I 
figured it wasn't _too_ far-fetched to say that after puberty. Hiccup 
is a fair head taller than Gobber, though I may have exaggerated a 
bit for the chapter's sakea€"oh well. XD Anyway, thanks as always for 
your review!** 

* *Mottlef lower : I'm really glad you liked the chapter and all the 
jokes and such! :D Yeah, I wanted to make a subtle reference to the 
dreaded "Talk" about growing up and puberty and all that good stuff, 
because the thought of Gobber being that really awkward adult trying 
to give an equally awkward teenager The Talk was really funny to me 
for some reason. Perhaps a future chapter? XD I hope so, tooa€"it 
would probably be way funnier than mine. XD Thanks, as always, for 
your review; I always love reading them!** 


14. Making Snoggletog Bright 

**Hey, guys! Here I be with the promised special holiday chapter! So 
I know it's no longer 

Christmas/Hanukkah/ Snoggletog/ what ever-holiday-you- celebrate around 
most of the world, but it's not midnight yet where I live (only 11:56 
pm XD) SO THIS STILL COUNTS I THINK. Anyway, I know I always get back 
to all the reviewers/followers before every chapter but I just didn't 
have time this time around (the holidays, as well as this chapter, 
kinda snuck up on me), so I'm really sorry about that! I'll get back 
to all of you ASAP! :)** 

**So here we are for chapter 14: Snoggletog edition! This ended up 
focusing half on Gobber/Hiccup and half on Stoick/Hiccup, oops. XD 
Anyway, yeah, this chapter is a little stupida€ 1 but I liked the idea 
of Hiccup being a Scrooge during Snoggletog. XD ** 

**Anyway, thanks for visiting! I hope you all have wonderful 
holidays, and please enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup was not a fan of Snoggletog. Really, he wasn't. <p> 

It wasn't so much the holiday itself, because honestly, the Vikings 
could use _anything_ to brighten the coldest, deadest portion of 
winter, and Snoggletog seemed to be precisely that thinga€"lots of 
eating, drinking, ridiculous storytelling, and decorations 
everywhere; nothing could be better for the Viking morale. 

Rather, what Hiccup hated about Snoggletog didn't really have much to 
do with the holiday itself. What Hiccup hated were the obligations 
attached with being the chief's son at such a celebratory time, hated 
sitting next to his father at the big Snoggletog feast and feeling 
dreadfully alone in a room full of people (and even worse was when he 
was sent to sit with the other children, because then he still felt 
alone _and _was intermittently pulverized with chicken and lamb bones 
to the head) , hated shyly opening his one yearly gift from his father 
and thinking _maybe this year he finally understands, maybe this year 
he finally gets me_ and forcing an ecstatic grin when he pulled a 
sword or spear or grossly oversized knife out. Last year Stoick even 
went so far to dry out a _dragon ' s head_ and wrap _that_ up for 



Hiccup's Snoggletog gift, which honestly made the boy feel a little 
ill . 

So, to make a long story short. Hiccup just didn't like Snoggletog. 

He spent all year dreading it, and, in the week of festivities 
leading up to the holiday, spent as much time as he could away from 
the hub of the celebration, biding his time and looking forward to 
Snoggletog being over. 

Unfortunately for Hiccup though, the season of Snoggletog had rolled 
around again. It was ten days before the big day of celebration, and 
his father was still gone on a big hunting expedition with about 
thirty other mena€"a lot of their food stores had been destroyed in 
the last dragon raid of the hailing months, and the chief wanted to 
make sure there was enough food for Snoggletog and the rest of the 
winter. Hiccup had hugged him goodbye and privately prayed that if 
Stoick did get him a Snoggletog present this year, it was not going 
to be something the chief found on this hunting trip. The freckled 
boy wouldn't put it past him, though. 

Left with no parental supervision. Hiccup was confined mostly to the 
housea€"not like he minded, of course, because it was cold enough 
outside to send the most stoic of Vikings running back indoors to 
escape the dreadful chill. However, since the work in the forge had 
concluded until the warmer months arrived and as such Gobber could 
not keep a constant eye on Hiccup, Stoick had instructed the 
blacksmith to come to the Haddock house and watch over Hiccup as 
often as he coulda€"make sure the boy didn't burn the house down or 
freeze to death or forget to eat or anything else accident-prone 
Hiccup was likely to do. Hiccup rolled his eyes but put up with it; 
it was nice to have company, after all. 

So on that cold day ten days before Snoggletog, Hiccup sat in front 
of the fire, sketching with a white, chalky rock upon the stones of 
the mantle while Gobber pranceda€"and yes. Hiccup did mean 
_pranced_a€"around the house, singing Snoggletog carols at a 
deafening volume while sticking decorations anywhere there was room 
for them. This had been going on for about the last three hours and 
Hiccup had finally resigned himself to simply putting up with his 
mentor's spirited decorating and "singing" (if one could call it 
that, because it more closely resembled the sound a seal makes when 
dying) ; after all, just because the younger blacksmith detested 
Snoggletog didn't mean Gobber wasn't allowed to enjoy the 
holiday . 

As opposed to Hiccup, Gobber _loved_ Snoggletog. If it was hard to 
get him to shut up on a normal day, it was nigh impossible during the 
holiday season, as hyped up as he was on _food_ and _mead_ and 
_parties_ and _drunken, regrettable dancing. _It amused and exhausted 
Hiccup in equal amounts, and he questioned his father's judgment in 
leaving him in Gobber 's care when obviously, at least this close to 
Snoggletog, the twelve-year-old was the more responsible one. 

Hiccup ducked to narrowly avoid being decked in the head with a pine 
branch, which Gobber had adorned with shiny scrap metal from the 
forge and was attempting to tie to the mantle above Hiccup's head, 
belting out the refrain to a carol loud enough to prompt Hiccup to 
cover his ears. 


"Gobber, I don't know if you should put that therea€ 1 so close to the 



firea€l" Cobber's enormous hammer prosthetic swung past Hiccup's head 
and he ducked again. "And what's the point in bringing pine _inside_ 
the house? That's like bringing snow inside and putting it all over 
the floora€"" Cobber's flesh hand reached in Hiccup's direction and 
made a 'hand it over' motion; Hiccup's noticed the nails sitting on 
the ground behind and dropped a few into Cobber's waiting palm. "Are 
you actually going to nail that to our mantle?" 

"Sure am. Hiccup. And it's gonna look _beeeaaa-_ut iful . " Cobber 
sounded positively jovial, lining up his hammer with the nail. 

"Did you, uha€ 1 get permission from my dad, by any chance?" 

"Nope." Cobber swung and hammered the nail solidly into the concrete 
material cementing the stones of the mantle together. Hiccup squinted 
as dust and rocky debris rained upon his head, watching in wary 
dismay and briefly pondering how on Odin's snowy earth they were 
going to get the nails back out again. 

"a€l Your funeral," he finally conceded, returning to his 
sketchinga€"an outline of an invention, a lamb, a forest. Stones and 
chalk were all he could sketch with these days; it was difficult to 
find paper much around Berk, not to mention charcoal that wouldn't 
crack when written with. Odin, the Hairy Hooligan library only had 
one book. The method Hiccup used was laborious and made his arms 
ache, not to mention the sketches generally all ended up looking like 
scribbles no matter how hard he tried, but he decided he'd rather 
struggle to make poor sketches on stones than lose a thumb trying to 
carve them into wood. 

Gobber certainly was caught up in the spirit of Snoggletog, but not 
so caught up that he couldn't detect the storm cloud hanging over 
Hiccup's head. He drove in one more nail to keep the branch solidly 
in the mant lea€"where it would stay for a long time whether Stoick 
liked it or not, no doubta€"bef ore stopping, frowning slightly as he 
gazed down on his apprentice, who was not looking back, choosing 
instead to focus on painstakingly dragging the chalk across the 
stones . 

"What's wrong. Hie?" he finally inquired, crouching down to the boy's 
eye level, "Aren't ye excited for Snoggletog?" 

"a€l You know I don't like Snoggletog," Hiccup mumbled a bit 
reluctantly, avoiding his mentor's eyesa€"just saying out loud that 
he didn't enjoy the holiday made him feel like even less of a Viking 
than he already was. 

Gobber sighed; it always made him feel a little bad that his 
apprentice didn't enjoy the festivities. "Aw, Hie, I know ye don't, 
buta€ 1 maybe it's 'cause yer focusin' on all the bad stuff?" Hiccup 
finally looked up at him and, minimally encouraged, Gobber continued, 
"I mean, sure Snoggletog' s no fun if all ye think 'bout is havin' to 
sit by yer dad all night and drink yer mead and act like yer happy 
when yer dad gives ye an axe or some part of a dragon and all that, 
but there's good things 'bout Snoggletog, too! Ye just have to keep 
yer mind open!" Gobber tapped on Hiccup's temple with one of his 
meaty fingers. "Ye get me, lad?" 


Hiccup sighed quietly. "Yeah, maybe you're right." He glanced back to 
his fireplace sketches, which by some force beyond his will had 



scratched out an image of he and his father smiling together at the 
feast. Hiccup hurriedly scratched it out and stood with his 
instructor . 

"Well then, c'mon. Hiccup. Wanna help me finish decoratin'?" Gobber 
pointed behind him at the monstrous pile of molded iron scraps, pine 
branches, and other miscellaneous shiny things left to stick around 
the house. 

A smile finally semi-forced its way to Hiccup's lips. _Think of the 
positive. Think merry. _ "Yeah, okay." Hiccup went over and heaved up 
a huge tangled pile of the stuff on the ground into his arms, soon 
finding that decorating was a job that was on par with forging during 
a dragon raid in Gobber 's mind, because he soon found himself under a 
barrage of instruction on how to properly hang and space the dA©cor 
from his jolly mentor. 

Hiccup really looked forward to the end of Snoggletog. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"a€l and so, as chief, I declare: let us celebrate! To 
Snoggletog! "<p> 

Despite his best efforts to focus on his father's words. Hiccup had 
spaced out through most of the chief's celebratory speech at the 
Snoggletog feast, more worried about who in the crowd of Vikings 
facing Stoick and the other village leaders (and by extension. 

Hiccup) were scrutinizing him, wondering how the little fishbone 
standing next to Stoick could be the chief's son. The thoughts did 
not do much to help his already gloomy mood. 

The village echoed thunderously back at his father, _"To 
Snoggletog !", _ raising their tankards of mead. Hiccup hefted his own 
up, clumsily adding an, "Uh, to Snoggletog, " to the rest of the 
village's cries. With that, every Viking young and old took a swig 
from their tankards and Hiccup did the same, taking the smallest sip 
of the vile liquid that he could and quickly swallowing it without 
tasting, before his father could thump him on the back and make him 
spew his drink out. 

On cue, Stoick thumped Hiccup on the back merrily, just as the rest 
of the Hairy Hooligans settled into a cacophony of cheering and 
talking and drinking. Hiccup was pitched forward into the table, 
where he caught himself and forced a casual smile up at his 
father . 

"Happy Snoggletog, son, " Stoick grinned. Judging by how jovial he 
was. Hiccup figured his father had gotten a head start on his 
drinking . 

"Happy Snoggletog, Dad, " Hiccup returned as merrily as he could, 
praying for some kind of outa€"someone inviting his father to a 
drinking contest, another village leader requesting to discuss some 
issue or other with hima€"but nothing came to the boy's rescue. 

"I have a _pre-_sent for ya, " Stoick began cheerfully, tone drawn out 
and enticing. 

"R-Really? Oh yeah, uh. Dad, you didn't have to do that," Hiccup 



exclaimed, over-exaggerated and restraining an _I mean it; you 
_really_ didn't have to do that. _ 

"I know! But I did anyway! Now, close your eyes and hold out yer 
handsa€ 1 " Stoick seemed hardly able to contain his excitement, and 
instantly Hiccup felt guilty for not being as jolly and happy as his 
father . 

"Okaya€ 1 " Hiccup played along and closed his eyes, extending both 
hands towards his father. 

A few seconds later, something impossibly heavy dropped into Hiccup's 
arms; not expecting such sudden weight. Hiccup stumbled forward, 
almost falling, until he finally caught himself. His eyes flew open, 
startled . 

In his arms was a batt le-axea€"an enormous, quite scary-looking 
battle-axe. Hiccup gaped at it for a moment before looking at his 
father, who was beaming. 

"Ain't it beautiful. Hiccup? It used to belong to yer granddad. I had 
Gobber clean it up just for you!" Stoick righted the axe in his son's 
hands, making the boy stumble again and struggle to regain his 
balance. "I know you'll spill a million dragons' guts with that! Just 
like me and my father before me. I know you'll carry on the Haddock 
legacy, won't ya. Hiccup?" 

Hiccup's heart sank. How could his father ever think he was going to 
be able to use this axe? Was his father that unwilling to accept the 
truth: that Hiccup was never going to be like him, _could_ never be 
like him, even if he tried? But simultaneously, he burned with guilt; 
this a family heirloom and his father had worked hard to get it ready 
to give to Hiccup. 

So a big, forced grin worked its way to Hiccup's thin lips. "Aww, 
thanks. Dad! It's a, uha€ 1 _wonderful_ axe! Yeah, those, eh, those 
dragons won't know what hit 'em whenever I get into training! Heha€ 1 " 
He was beginning to feel more awkward than ever, especially wobbling 
as he was with an axe that seemed to weigh as much as Thor's hammer 
in his twig-like arms, but his father saved him from saying any more, 
bringing him into a soul-crushing hug that cut off both Hiccup's air 
supply and his ability to speak. 

"I'm glad ya like it, son!" 

"Y-a€l Yeah," Hiccup managed to rasp out, "Thanks again. Dad." 

Soon he was relinquished, and though Stoick seemed to want to say 
more, several village leaders approached him and pulled him away, 
presumably for some kind of contest involving mead and wrestling. And 
with that, Stoick was gone, probably for the rest of the night. 

A bit exhausted. Hiccup finally sunk into his chair, gingerly laying 
his axe down on the ground. For the next several hours, he sat 
glumly, alone in a crowded room, picking at his food and not tasting 
anything. He _really_ just wanted to go home. 

The boy suddenly became aware of someone sitting next to him. Hiccup 
groaned, burying his head in his hands. "Leave me alone, Snotlout. Go 
find someone else to terrorize." 



"Hiccup, do ye mean to tell me ye'd mistake me for that lil' menace? 
I'm a lil' offended, lad." There was a hearty chuckle, and Hiccup 
looked up in surprise. 

"Oh! Gobber! Heya€ 1 " Hiccup's quick surprise and slight pleasure to 
see someone who didn't hate him sitting beside him quickly dissipated 
in the midst of his morose mood. "What ' re you doing over here with a 
party-pooper like me when you could be having a good time?" 

Gobber laughed. "Well, I saw ye sittin' here all by yer lonesome and 
thought maybe ye could use a ill' companya€ 1 " He leaned in close. "I 
got ya a ill' somethin'." And with that the blacksmith produced 
something rectangular and wrapped in thin wool from inside his vest, 
grinning at his apprentice the whole time. 

Understandably wary about gifts. Hiccup stared at the wrapped 
present, mildly terrified. "O-Oh, uh, Gobbera€ 1 you didn't have to, I 
meana€ 1 " 

"Aw, just open it! Ye'll like it, I promise." Gobber thrust the gift 
into Hiccup's hesitant arms. 

"W-Wella€l okaya€ 1 " Hiccup watched Gobber warily for a moment longer, 
but when the blacksmith only nodded in encouragement, the younger 's 
nimble fingers went about removing the wool from the outside of the 
gift, dreading what he was going to find insidea€"a dragon's heart, a 
knife; it could be _anything, _and that was precisely what worried 
Hiccup . 

When the wrapping was finally removed. Hiccup stared in shock. 

Ita€ 1 was a sketchbook. A beautiful, leather-bound, handmade 
sketchbook, filled with sheets upon sheets of _real, clean_ _paper._ 
Speechless, Hiccup opened the front cover, and tucked inside were 
several pieces of thick, strong, black charcoal . 

A lump formed in Hiccup's throat, and he found his eyes to be 
watering ever so slightly when he finally looked up from the work of 
art to stare at his mentor in pure awe. "G-a€l Gobbera€ 1 " 

The old blacksmith was smiling at him. "Odin's beard. Hiccup. After 
all these years, ye act like I don't know ye at all." 

Hiccup again ran his fingers over the leather cover. "Gobber, Ia€l 
I-I can't accept this. I didn't evena€ 1 didn't even get you anything 
in return . " 

"Aw, Hie!" His mentor gave him an affectionate noogie. "Ye don't need 
to get me no gift! I just need ye to promise me somethin', 
okay ? " 

"Anything!" Hiccup agreed. 

"Promise me ye'll show me what ye sketch in there. Show me yer 
inventions, yer pictures; I wanna see 'em all! 'Kay, Hiccup?" 

"I will!" Hiccup affirmed readily. "Of course I will." 

"That's good. Hie. That's good." Then Gobber grinned. "Well, then. 



c'mon! No sense sittin' here mopin' all night long! Whether or not ye 
hate Snoggletog, ye can't hate _dancin'!_ C'mon, on yer feet, on yer 
feet!" He didn't really give Hiccup a choice in the matter, hoisting 
the boy onto his feet despite the younger blacksmith's protests. 
"C'mon! Come dance! The night's young. Hie! Let's go, _let ' s 
go ! 

"How exactly did it get into your head that I enjoyed dancing?" 
Hiccup's tone was stern but began to laugh as he allowed himself to 
be dragged away anyway. 

"_Ev'ryone_ likes dancin'! That's how!" 

"Well, I guess 'everyone' else can dance without, you know, causing a 
few deaths by stubbed toe." 

"_That ' s_ the spirit. Hiccup! That's the spirit!" 

"a€l You're drunk. _And_ crazy." 

"Ha! And don't ye forget it. Hie!" Cobber had dragged his apprentice 
to the middle of the dance floor and proceeded to pull him into a 
violent pirouette. Hiccup just grinned and allowed himself to be 
taken along for the ride, lights and faces swirling around them until 
they were all just a blur and Hiccup had reared his head back and was 
_laughing,_ in a way he hadn't for some time. 

Snoggletog was still far from his favorite day of the year, but with 
Cobber around, the holidays always felt a little brighter. 


15. A Troll in the Night, Probably 

**Hey guys! I'm back. :) Sorry about the long update; my finals week 
at school just concluded so I haven't had much time. XD Anyway, I 
feel so bad I haven't mentioned this yet, but _100+ REVIEWS? !_ I 
never thought this story would be so popular! _YOU'RE ALL AMAZINC! 
THANKS EOR YOUR SUPPORT! _** 

**So, here we are with chapter fifteen: a little hark back to the 
summary of this story; more specif ically , the part of the summary 
that says 'troll sightings'! Naturally, chaos ensues. If this chapter 
reminds anyone else of the "Hash-Slinging Slasher" episode of 
Spongebob, that's because that's what I watched before I wrote this. 
XD** 

**As always, feedback is appreciated but never ever required! Thanks 
for being so good to me everyone, and please enjoy the chapter!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A concussive rumble of thunder shook the sturdy walls of the 
forge on a cold, rainy, dark evening. Hiccup shivered and looked out 
at the pouring rain with distaste. <p> 

"Thor, " he grumbled, watching the distant forks of lightning rake 
across the dark horizon, "At least there won't be any dragon attacks 
tonight . " 


He stepped away from the window, closed it to keep some of the cold 



out, and loped back to his grindstone, where he had abandoned a dull 
seax to look out at the storm. Work was very slow and Gobber hadn't 
really cared about the small break his apprentice took, continuing to 
pump the bellows to reheat the small pile of bent weapons lying on 
the coals. The work they had left to do was very little and they very 
well could have left it for the next day, but neither wanted to walk 
out in that storma€"it was miserable as well as dangerous, and so 
they remained in the forge, waiting hopefully for the storm to settle 
down a bit so they could run home and not get completely soaked by 
the freezing rain. 

"Maybe no dragon attacks," Gobber remarked to Hiccup's initial 
statement, "But I'd bet my other leg there's trolls wanderin' 'round 
here . " 

"Gobber, " Hiccup was chuckling wryly as he examined the edge of the 
knife, "If I've told you once, I swear I've told you a thousand 
timesa€l Trolls do _not_ exist." 

Gobber sniffed. "Tough talk for the kid who said he believed in 
trolls , too . " 

"I was _nine years old!"_ Hiccup paused to sigh. "Well, whatever. You 
shouldn't be worrying about trolls; you should be wondering if we 
could get home in the next few hours without getting struck by 
lightning. We're already late for supper. My dad's probably worried. 
Well, as worried as someone like him can get, anyway." 

"Ye know what I've told ye 'bout trolls. Hiccup!" Gobber exclaimed, 
pointedly ignoring Hiccup's sardonic commentary on his father for a 
topic that was a bit fresher around the forge. 

"Yeah, yeah, " Hiccup sighed, grudgingly putting up with his 
instructor's superstition for the time being; not like there was 
anything else to amuse himself with. "They're attracted by 
lightninga€l They'll roar when they've caught your scenta€ 1 Then 
they'll come and steal your socks or something nonsensical like that. 
What a fate." 

"And don't ye forget it!" Gobber agreed. 

A scoff was Hiccup's only reply, tossing the completed knife over to 
Gobber, who deftly caught it and added it to their pile of completed 
weapons, and then leaned back against the still grindstone. Gobber 
resumed pumping the bellows, and they remained silent for a length of 
time, the only sounds in the forge being the puff of the bellows and 
the pounding rain. There was a sudden flash of lightning, too nearby 
for Hiccup's comfort, followed by a distant sound: it wasn't thunder, 
however. Hiccup slowly realized, but almost like aa€ 1 roar. 

The bellows slowed to a stop. "a€l Didja hear that. Hiccup?" Gobber 
inquired, softly, waiting for the sound to return within the next 
several seconds. It didn't. 

"Yeah, I did," Hiccup replied with a thoughtful frown. "It wasn't a 
dragon, though. Do you think it was a wolf or a bear or 
something? " 

"That wasn't no wolf or bear. Hiccup, " Gobber replied, 
ominously . 



"Well what was it, then?" 
"a€l Do ye wanna know?" 

"Uh, yeah, sure." 

"Do ye really wanna know?" 
"Yeah. " 

"Do ye _really_ wanna know?" 
"Yes ! " 


"Do ye really, _really_ wannaa€"?" 
_"Gobber." _ 


_"I'11_ tell ye what it was!" Gobber finally declared, then lowered 
his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "That was a _different_ kinda 
animala€ 1 " 

"Uha€"?" 


_"It was a troll !"_ Gobber announced loudly, just as another strike 
of lightning lit up his face, contorted into an odd expression of 
terror, and an unusually strong gust of wind blew open their window 
and extinguished every torch in the forge, leaving them in pitch 
darkness . 


It was deadly silent for a moment, before Hiccup began to laugh. 
"Really, Gobber? A troll? That's the best you can come up with?" He 
went to retrieve two of the extinguished torches and stuck them both 
into the pile of coals still heating the broken weapons, relighting 
them and chasing away the oppressive darkness of the forge. "You're 
being silly. I bet the only scary monster out there is my dad 
wondering why I'm late to supper." He chuckled lightly. 

"Don't ya be so sure. Hiccup!" Gobber warned, folding his arms and 
watching his apprentice systematically relight and return the torches 
to their rightful places. "I mean, I told ye bef orea€"I ' ve heard 
trolls before. I've seen 'em with my own eyes! And lemme tell ye, 
lad, if that wasn't the roar of a troll then I don't know what 
is ! " 


Hiccup just rolled his eyes. "Right. Sure. C'mon, let's finish these 
weapons . " 

For several minutes, the blacksmiths returned to their work and 
labored in silence. Hiccup dutifully taking Gobber 's place at the 
bellows while Gobber picked weapons from the coals and pounded them 
back to shape on the anvil. The storm seemed to have subsided and 
Hiccup was ready to comment that it was high time they ditched the 
forge and ran home before the rain and lightning started up again, 
when there was another lightning strike, followed only a few seconds 
later by a roara€"the same roar as before, closer this time. Work 
slowed to a stop once again. 

"There it was again," Hiccup commented with a frown. 



_ "Trollsa€l"_ Gobber singsonged. 

"Shut up, Gobber." Hiccup tried to get back to pumping the bellows, 
but not a minute later another lightning bolt lit up the dark sky, 
and soon thereafter another roar sounded. It was near enough this 
time that Hiccup could distinguish ita€"Gobber was correct about one 
thing; it certainly wasn't a wolf or bear, or any other animal Hiccup 
knew of, for that matter. It wasn't a dragon either, because Hiccup 
had been snarled at by enough of those to know that they did not 
sound like that, either. "That'sa€l weird." 

"That's 'cause ye've never heard a troll before. Hiccup, " Gobber 
concluded with a sage nod, and Hiccup frowned at him, just as there 
was another roara€"close and angry-sounding enough to make Hiccup 
jump a little. 

The younger blacksmith took a deep breath and forced himself to look 
away from the storm still raging outside. "Even if that noise _is_ a 
trolla€"which it's not, because trolls don't exist, but you know, 
hypothet icallya€" , what would it matter if it decided to stroll in 
here, anyway? Trolls aren't dangerous; you said so yourself." 

Gobber raised his eyebrows and pursed his lips in his ' I know 
something you don't' expression. "Aw, surea€ 1 at least when they're 
not _hungry . 

_ "Hungry?"_ Hiccup repeated almost in a squeak, before scowling. 
"Shut up, Gobber. You're just trying to scare me, and it's not going 
to work . " 

"No I'm not! I'm tryin' to _warn_ ya ! " Work long abandoned, Gobber 
hobbled over and grabbed Hiccup's forearms in what was probably a 
light hold in the meathead's mind, shaking him to get his point 
across. "I'm just sayin', sure if that troll wants to come in here 
and take our socks then that ' d be fine, but if he's _hungry_, then 
we're in _deep_ trouble." 

Gobber 's tone was so ominous that Hiccup had to struggle to regain a 
hold on his rationality, especially once another strike of lightning 
followed by another roar, quite angry-sounding, echoed much too close 
for comfort. "B-Buta€ 1 You could fight one, couldn't you? Y-You're 
the best fighter in Berk." 

"In my younger years, maybe!" Gobber retorted, though he smiled 
smugly at the compliment. "Now, wit' two-a my limbs missin', a fight 
wit' an angry troll could go either way." 

Thunder boomed; a blood-chilling roar followed. It sounded 
dangerously close to the forge now. 

"He sounds angry, " Gobber whispered, as if speaking too loudly would 
immediately ignite the tension in the air, and Hiccup swore he felt 
the blood begin to drain out of his face. _Trolls aren't real, trolls 
aren't reala€ 1 _ 

Another flash of lightning outlined the silhouette of an enormous 
horned figure at the forge's threshold, and at this sight. Hiccup's 
rationality jumped off a cliff. 



The boy finally shrieked in terror in tandem with Cobber's horrified 
hollering, cowering behind his instructor's formidable form and 
screaming, _"Troll! Cobber !_ Cobber, kill it! _Kill_ _it ! "_ 

"A-A weapon!" Cobber bellowed back, "I need a weapon!" 

Hiccup went sprawling out from behind Cobber, who was nervously 
taking a step back every time the troll took a step forward, towards 
the first weapon he sawa€"a bola lying on a nearby barrel. He glanced 
at the figure in the door, which was drawing ever closer; it seemed 
to be making some kind of awful noise that was largely drowned out by 
Cobber's earsplitting screaming. 

"Hiccup! It's gettin' closer! Weapon! _Now!" _ 

"Here!" Hiccup summoned a strength he didn't know he possessed and 
beaned the bola at his instructor, who caught it and proceeded to lob 
it with deadly precision at the head of the creature. It hit its mark 
on the forehead of the troll, and the beast finally collapsed with a 
wall-shaking roar, mere feet from the blacksmiths. It went still 
then, continuing to breathe heavily but no longer struggling; it 
seemed to have gone unconscious from the blow to its skull. 

Hiccup had since thrown himself into the protective cage of Cobber's 
arms, still shrieking. "C-Creat Odin's Chost, i-i-i-it was a _troll!_ 
A _troll ! 

"Don't worry Hie, I got 'im!" Cobber yelled back, feeling extremely 
successful, "C'mon, let's go check ' im out. Careful. The bola shoulda 
tied him down, but if he wakes up he's gonna be ferocious!" Cobber 
grabbed a nearby sword and dumped it into Hiccup's arms, then grabbed 
his favorite battle-axe, and very slowly, the two crept forward 
towards the massive, heavily breathing form. It snuffled and rolled 
over, and Hiccup and Cobber both let out (extremely manly and 
Viking-like) shrieks of panic and skipped a few steps backward before 
cautiously resuming their forward journey. 

Hiccup reached the body first, examining it very curiously and 
wondering if it really looked like how Cobber had explained it to him 
all those years ago. While his mentor was examining the troll's feet. 
Hiccup wandered towards its face, only to see not a leathery green 
visage with the one yellow eye Cobber had always told him about, but 
a very _familiar _countenance that sent a sick feeling straight to 
his gut. 

"Uha€ 1 Cobber?" he barely managed to get out, "T-This isn't a 
trollaC 1 " 

"Of course it is! Why else would it've come in here, growling and 
hollerin' like it did?" 

In his frantic panic. Hiccup became very peeved. "I don't _know_ 
Cobber," he hissed, "Maybe it's because _this is my dad!"_ 

Suddenly there was dead silence, only interrupted by the storm 
outside . 

Seconds ticked by. 

Cobber was the first to start laughing, loudly. _"What?_ I shot down 



yer _dad?"_ He did not sound nearly as concerned as Hiccup thought he 
ought to be, considering he just violently assaulted his best friend 
and chief. "Are ye pullin' my _leg_. Hie?!" 

"Why would I joke about something like this!" Hiccup demanded 
incredulously. He propped up Stoick's head so Gobber could see his 
slack face. _"See?_ This is no troll!" 

Gobber proceeded to hobble over to Hiccup's side, standing next to 
him as they both stared down at the chief's face. An enormous, dark 
bruise was already beginning to develop over the larger part of 
Stoick's forehead, and a small trickle of blood was running down into 
his hair. Hiccup couldn't help but think that it was good that this 
was the man who had hit his head on rocks his entire childhood; it 
could have been a lot worse otherwise. 

Gobber, however, was not as concerned. "Odin! I really did a number 
on ' im, didn't I?" The older blacksmith kept laughing jovially, and, 
still in shock. Hiccup numbly joined. "To think we thought that was a 
troll cornin' in here to get us! And it was yer _dad?!_ Oh, _Thor 
Almighty !"_ He slapped his knee with the sheer hilarity. "He really 
got us! You were screamin' like a ill' kid. Hie, Mr. 

Doesn ' t-Believe-in-Trolls ! Changed yer mind, did ya?" 

Indignant and still shaking with residual terror. Hiccup snapped, 
"Shut up! I was not. Besides, you were scared too! I thought you 
_knew_ what trolls look like!" 

"What can I say? Yer dad looks like a troll, what with those horns on 
his helmet." Gobber shrugged, nudging Stoick's head with his foot, 
and then kept laughing. Hiccup briefly frowned at him in disapproval 
and then sat by his father's head, gently hefting Stoick's head onto 
his lapa€"whether they got along or not. Hiccup still didn't like 
seeing his father injured. The man was out cold and all tied up with 
the bola, and the enormous bruise on his forehead was getting bigger; 
he groaned when Hiccup pressed on it lightly. 

Gobber was still chortling, when Hiccup looked up and pointed out 
something perhaps crucial to the situation: "He's gonna _kill_ you, 
Gobber ! " 

That stopped the blacksmith. "a€l Oh. Yeah," was all he 
managed . 

"Yeah, 'oh yeah' is right. If he wakes up and finds himself hogtied 
on the forge floor, I think some lives are gonna end. Like 
yours . " 

"Wella€l It wasn't just me! You were the one who gave me the 
bola! " 

"You're the one who _asked_ for it!" Hiccup sighed, frustrated. 

"Well, whatever. No matter whose fault it was, we can't just leave 
him here . " 

"Well, where do ye wanna take ' im? He ain't exactly light," Gobber 
commented . 

"I dunnoa€ 1 Home, maybe?" 



Gobber shook his head. "No, that ' d be too obvious. He'd know fer sure 
that we were the ones what rung his bell." 

"a€l Are you trying to say that you want us to keep this from him? 
_How?_ It's not like he's going to just _not notice_ a bruise the 
size of a pumpkin on his forehead!" 

Gobber chuckled in a rather paternal fashion, roughly patting his 
apprentice's shoulder. "Hiccup, Hiccup. Don't worry. I've got lotsa 
experience wit' stuff like this! I mean, sure he's gonna notice the 
bruisea€l but it's not like he'll remember where exactly it came 
from, ye get me? We just need to create a believable scene!" 

Hiccup was not normally the deceitful type (or the type to go along 
with things that Gobber had 'experience' in, which tended to be one 
and the same) , but one look at his st ill-unconscious father, and 
thinking about how livid the man would be when he woke up, created a 
moment of weakness in him that had the boy slowly nodding his head. 
"a€ 1 Yeah, okay . " 

And that's how Hiccup ended up assisting Gobber in dragging his 
father's unconscious body all the way across town through the pouring 
rain to the Great Hall, before placing him inside at a table. 

"I dunno, Gobber, this seems kinda dishonest," Hiccup remarked 
uncertainly, rearranging his father's heavy limbs on the 
tabletop . 

Gobber stood back, surveying his apprentice's work. "O' course it is. 
All part o' the Vikin' experience. Hiccup!" He picked up a half-full 
tankard of ale left over from dinner that night and placed it in the 
chief's hand. "There we go. Yer dad's no stranger to havin' one too 
many. As far as he's gonna know, he'll just think he drank a ill' too 
much ale and got in a fight. Nothin' big." He walked a circle around 
the chief and grinned at Hiccup's handiwork, slapping the boy on the 
shoulder. "Good job. Hie! He'll never know it was us." 

"Gobber, this is lyinga€ 1 to the chief," Hiccup pointed out, fists 
balling nervously. "I meana€ 1 " 

Gobber rolled his eyes and looked at his apprentice sternly. "Hie, do 
ye _want_ him to find out we thought he was a troll and beaned ' im in 
the head wit' a bola?" 

"a€l You're right, let's go," Hiccup agreed a bit hastily, and with 
that, they left Stoick there in the Great Hall, both going back to 
their houses for the night. 

Hiccup prayed his dad wouldn't come home for quite a while. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The door of Hiccup's house opened and closed heavily at dawn, and 
Hiccup, warming his hands at the hearth, hastily pasted a smile 
across his face and turned to face his father, who was stumbling 
inside heavily, holding his head in the spot where he had been 
clobbered by the bola and looking awful in every sense of the 
word . <p> 


"Heeeeeeeey , _ Dad!" Hiccup exclaimed, overenthusiast ically, trying 



his best to sound as natural and casual as possible and as a result 
sounding extremely _un_natural, "Out having fun, huh? I-I mean, not 
like I would know or anything because I was right here at home all 
night long, yup, I sure was, but I just assumed and all that you 
were, so yeah, anyway, were you?" 

"Ya€l Yeah," Stoick affirmed after a moment, sounding a bit unsure 
and leveling a slightly confused look at his son, "Ia€l think so. I 
can't remember anythin 'a€l" 

"R-Really?" Hiccup inquired, feigning surprise and privately thanking 
Odin for his father's fortuitous memory loss, "T-That's really too 
bad. I bet it really was a night to remember! Well, anyway, you just 
come over here and sit by the fire; I'll get you some 
wateraO 1 " 

Hiccup flitted to his father's side, made sure he got to the 
hearthside and collapsed into his pelt-covered chair, before 
sprinting to grab a mug, filled it with water from their barrel, and 
ran back to give it to his father. The man took a sip of the water 
and leaned back, holding his head and groaning. 

"Y'know, Hiccup, " Stoick began, and Hiccup, who was about to grab his 
boots and vest and sprint off to work to avoid talking to his father, 
hesitantly slunk back to his father's side to hear what he had to 
say, "I don't remember anythin 'a€l But I remember a real strange 
dream I hada€ 1 " 

"Really?" Hiccup inquired, voice a bit pitched. 

"Yeah. You were in ita€ 1 and Gobbera€ 1 " 

"0a€ 1 O-Oh, " Hiccup squeaked. "Uh, w-what was ita€ 1 
a-abouta€ 1 ? " 

"Ia€l I was walking all 'round town in the rain, lookin' for you, 
'cause you were late to suppera€ 1 I kept shoutin' for you, tooa€ 1 
Finally, I went to the forge to look for you there, and you and 
Gobber were there, screamin' 'bouta€l 'bout trolls, or somethin' else 
ridiculousa€ 1 Well, you threw a bola to Gobber, and he threw it 
straight at me, at my head! I passed out in the dream, and then I 
woke up in the Great Halla€l" 

Hiccup seriously hoped Stoick wasn't going to look at him anytime 
soon, because he was sure he was white as snow, knees quivering 
visibly. "Ha€"a€l How about that," he uttered weakly, praying his 
father wouldn't put two and two together. 

"What a ridiculous dream!" Stoick finally exclaimed, laugh rumbling 
and clapping Hiccup's shoulder, pitching the thin boy forward, "I 
know ye don't believe in trolls. Hiccup. Ye're tough just like yer 
father, huh? I bet I just got in a fight last night and had a dream 
'bout the pain. Funny, funny, huh?" 

"Y-_Yeah!"_ Hiccup remarked hurriedly, "Uh, ha ha!" He forced a bit 
of strangled laughter, a few octaves above his father's deep rumbling 
chuckles. "W-Well, I'm gonna go to work now, okay Dad, I-I'm gonna 
go, okay, you just stay here and don't think anymore about your, uh, 
your d-dreams or a-_anything_ like that, you just rest, uh, okay, so, 
I, I guess, uh, _I ' llseeyoulaterl ' mgoingtoworknowokaylloveyoubye ! " 



_He briefly patted his father's shoulder before flying to the door, 
snatching his vest off the back of a chair as he passed it, jumping 
into his boots at the door, and finally sprinting out into the snow, 
slamming the door behind him. 

Once he was outside and sure his father couldn't see or hear him. 
Hiccup let out a very long breath he didn't know he was holding. 
Bones feeling like jelly, he mindlessly sunk to the ground until he 
sat in the wet muck left over from the night before, staring up 
wide-eyed at the lightly raining sky and still hyperventilating, 
thanking every god and deity who ever had existed or ever would 
exist . 

Hiccup really, _really_ hated Gobber sometimes. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Hey guest reviewers! Sorry I missed you last time. : ( 

Some of these will have two parts for each review you posted. Thanks, 
as always ! <strong> 

* *Mottlef lower : ** 

** (Part one!) Hey! I had an awesome holiday season, thanks for 
asking! Hope you did, too! Thanks so much for your very 
well-thought-out review! I'm always so happy to get specific feedback 
and I love yours especially! :) ** 

** (Part two!) Glad you liked the chapter! Yeah, I thought the dried 
dragon head was something Stoick might do. XD Thanks so 
much ! * * 

**Xyst: ** 

** (Part one!) Aww, I would never be upset getting a review from you! 
Even if you totally flamed the chapter I probably would still be 
happy. XD So glad you enjoyed all the little facets of this chapter! 
Anyway, I will try to see that episode! Might be good for me to see. 

:) And you are most certainly not silly! Thanks so much for your 
support : ) * * 

** (Part two!) Glad you liked the chapter! And nooooooo, STOP 
APOLOGIZING FOR BEING LATE/NOT GIVING A LONG ENOUGH REVIEW/ECT . 
BECAUSE IT MAKES ME FEEL BAAAAAAAAAAAAD . D: And happy Snoggletog to 
you, as well! Thanks! :)** 

* *Loonat icslover : Oh my gosh! I'm glad you liked the chapter so much! 
NOW BREATHE! IT'S OKAY! I'M STILL IMPROVING! XD Ha ha! Thanks for the 
review ! * * 

**hs: Ha ha, glad you thought it was funny! Honestly, I kinda just 
keyboard-smashed and then rearranged the letters in a way I thought 
sounded funny. However, there was a period of a few minutes where I 
was staring at my screen and saying aloud: "BLOOHADYA-no . 

BLOOHABLA-no . BLOO-HABYADA-no . " XD Thanks for the review!** 


16. Poetry: Meat Herds and Allegories 
**Hey! It's been _way_ too long since I updated around herea€"life 



has just been crazy, as I'm sure most of you understand. D: So, as 
always, I'm so sorry about that! I'm just focusing on crawling my way 
to the end of the semester, and once summer comes around, updates 
should come much faster!** 

**So, we're finally here with chapter sixteen: something I meant to 
post on Valentine's Day (yeah, that definitely worked out, as you can 
see) ! Discussions of ways to flirt and poetry ensue, of course. 

Poetry was actually pretty important to Viking culture, so this 
chapter focuses quite a bit on it . :) ** 

**As always, reviews are appreciated but not required; thanks for 
visiting and please enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Springt ime was a strange time of year in Berk.<p> 

It was the time of year when, after another very, _very_ long and 
miserable winter, the weather finally began to get marginally warmer. 
The snow slowed to a stop and gradually melted, and for about a month 
there was a lull in the vicious Berk weather before the summer 
hailstorms began. Since this was the time of year that dragons mated 
there were no dragon raids, making the one-month-long springtime the 
most peaceful time of year. This peace allowed Viking minds to stray 
from thoughts of dragon killing and weather-surviving to decidedly 
morea€ 1 amorous pursuits. 

This fact of Viking life led Hiccup to where he stood nowa€"staring 
out the forge window as he generally did, chin in his hands, out at 
the Viking marketplace, which besides being filled with bustling 
activity and an occasional fight, was also spotted with Viking men 
and women flirting in the Viking way of flirt inga€"arm wrestling 
matches, fistfights, and some exchanges of dead and soggy wildflowers 
dug up from the melting snow. 

It was all very strange to Hiccup, as most things in the village 
were. But maybe he just wasn't enough of a Viking to understand these 
kinds of traditions. It wouldn't surprise hima€ 1 

A hand suddenly roughly clasped his shoulder, and Hiccup was pitched 
out of his thoughts and nearly right out of the window as he jumped 
in surprise, giving a short treble shriek. Hands clenched over the 
windowsill in a death grip to regain some semblance of control over 
his body. Hiccup whipped around to face his assailant. 

_ "Gobber!"_ he gasped, hand clasped over his thumping heart, "Don't 
_do_ that!" He allowed himself to ponder that he must have been 
really out of it to let _Gobber,_ of all people, sneak up on him. The 
one-legged mountain of a blacksmith wasn't exactly inconspicuous , 
after all. 

The blacksmith's bearded face was pulled down into an unimpressed 
frown, meaty arms folded, though there was a slightly mischievous 
glint in his eyes. "Well, Hie, I see yer vein' productive as usual. 
We're buried up to our ears here in orders, if ye wouldn't mind 
helpin' out like I've told ye to_ five times_ already?" 


"Oha€ 1 yeaha€ 1 " Hiccup immediately felt a little guilty; they had a 
ton of work to do, as was usual in the springtime when it was finally 



warm enough to use the forge again, and it didn't really help when he 
got lost in his thoughts. "Sorry, Gobber. I was justa€ 1 " 


"Thinkin'? When are ye not?" Gobber chuckled, no longer seeming 
irritated and more a bit longsuf f ering . "Thinkin' 'bout anythin' I 
need to hear 'bout?" 

"Uha€ 1 no . " 

"Don't ye start. I know somethin's botherin' ye. Somethin' always 

is . " 

"Hey! That's not true; I'm not _always_ bothered. And besides, it's 
nothing important." 

"HiccupaG 1 " 

"It's _not_ important, and I'm_ fine, Hiccup asserted, but, trying 
to stop the back-and-f orth before it escalated into a shouting match, 
he gestured vaguely to the scene outside the forge window. "I'm 
justa€ 1 watching. You know?" 

Gobber 's quick self-satisfied grin at getting Hiccup to cave was 
replaced with a scrunched-up frown of confusion, glancing out the 
window and seeing nothing that looked out of the ordinary. "a€l 
Yeah?" 

Seeing his mentor didn't understand. Hiccup searched for an 
explanation, starting to regret bringing this up. "It's justa€ 1 
weird, you know? To watch Vikings be ' romantic ' a€ 1 or whatever, and 
do something other than, you know, fight or try to kill each other. 
And I don'ta€l get it." For a moment longer, he kept looking out the 
window, as if continuing to watch the villagers would help him 
understand what it all meant. His voice lowered almost imperceptibly. 
"And I get kinda worrieda€ 1 that I won't be able to, you know, act 
like that when I need to." 

It was quiet for a few moments, and Hiccup was almost worried that by 
not understanding the Hairy Hooligan way of flirting, he had somehow 
so totally transgressed the unspoken rules of Vikings that even the 
amiable blacksmith refused to reply to his worries. He nearly made to 
apologize, or force out a hasty "Uh, just kidding, " when Gobber 
turned to him, a serious look on his usually downright jolly face, 
prompting Hiccup to turn away from the window. 

"Hiccup." The blacksmith's hushed, solemn tone drew the boy in 
closer, ready to hear whatever inspiring answer Gobber was about to 
impart to hima€ 1 

"Has yer dad ever told ye 'bout the 'mportance of poetry?" 

There was a moment of silence. 

Hiccup sat back and stared at the blacksmith without meaningful 
comprehension. "a€l What." 

"That's right," Gobber nodded sagely, "Poetrya€"it ' s the best way to 
a lady's heart, ye know? I mean, it's all well and good to have a 
good killin' record and big muscles and lotsa coins in yer pocket, 
and lotsa kids yer age seem to think that's the _only_ way to a 



lady's heart, but _poetry_a€"why , if ye've got poetry, ye can woo 
_anybody,_ Hie. Yes, you! Ye don't have to understand anythin' 'bout 
how Vikings think or court, if ye've got poetry. And I mean, look at 
ya ! Yer small and can't kill dragonsa€ 1 Why, I'd say poetry's yer 
only shot . " 

_ "What . " _ 

"Well don't look so surprised!" Gobber reprimanded, at which Hiccup 
forced himself to close his gaping jaw. "I mean, why do ye think yer 
dad landed the prettiest, toughest gal in town? Ye mean to tell me ye 
never knew he could recite poetry like Bragi 'imself?"* 

"Uha€ 1 " Hiccup pictured his father in his mind's eye: big, strong, 
burly, hairy. Not very poetic. "Well, it never reallya€l crossed my 
minda€ 1 I mean, _poetry,_ Gobber? No one's ever told me about 
poetry . " 

"That's the problem with Vikings 'n this day n' age," Gobber conceded 
wisely, "They don't know nothin' 'bout poetry." 

Hiccup was still so caught off guard that he began to laugh, loud and 
incredulous. "Oh, and you do?" 

"Sure I do!" Gobber boomed, sounding disgruntled by the very idea 
that he wasn't anything but downright adept at reciting poetry. "I 
know lots 'bout poetry! But yer dad is the very best. No question 
there . " 

"Huh." Hiccup considered it, rolling the idea that his father wasn't 
actually as gruff and unhygienic as he seemed around his head. "When 
did he ever recite poetry? I've never heard him do it." 

Gobber shrugged, a bit sadly. "Well, after yer dear mother died, 
bless her heart, he stopped. But when she was alive, well, he was the 
best poet on the entire island!" 

Hiccup frowned, thoughtfully. "Really." 

"Really! It was so _romantic,_ Hie! Aw, ye should've seen 'em on 
their weddin' day!" Gobber bellowed, his voice very quickly becoming 
dangerously over-emotional, "Why, I never seen nobody recite poetry 
like that! It was beautiful!" 

"a€l Are you _cryinga€" ? "_ 

Gobber interrupted, loudly, "He took her by the 
handsa€" " 

"Gobbera€" " 

"And started recitin' poetry right off the top of 'is head! Can ye 
believe that?" 

"Uha€"" 

"And it was beautiful poetry, too! Why, I remember one line that had 

the whole crowd in tears ! Ye wanna know what he 

said?" 



"Wella€"" 


"He looked in her eyes, and said, 'Here before me stands Freya, but 
her lips more red, her skin more fair, and her breasts morea€" ' " 

_ "Gobber!"_ shrieked Hiccup, thrusting one small hand into Cobber's 
face to keep him from reciting any more of Stoick's poetry; his 
freckled countenance turned an alarming crimson in his sheer 
mortification, "C-Cut it out! That's _gross!"_ He immediately 
shuddered, as if the image of his father reciting decidedlya€ 1 
_inappropriate _poetry at his wedding was a layer of slime all over 
him . 

"Call it what ye will. Hie, " Gobber conceded after he managed to pry 
Hiccup's hand from his mouth, nodding sagely, "But just know that if 
ye ever wanna woo a pretty lady, ye've gotta know yer poetry." He 
proceeded to caringly pat Hiccup's shoulder in a 'you'll understand 
when you're older' kind of way before hobbling back to his anvil 
where he had left a bent broadsword, no longer pestering Hiccup about 
work and instead leaving the boy to his thoughts. 

Hiccup huffed quietly in a mix of remaining flustered embarrassment 
and exasperation, ready to call this whole fiasco another one of 
Gobber 's harebrained ideas or misconstrued notions and forget the 
whole thing as soon as he could. He was about to leave the window and 
return to the grindstone when a certain girl named Astrid chose that 
moment to stride past the forge with her mother's axe in hand, strong 
and lovely and tailed by a small entourage of young Viking men as 
usual, and she did not even spare a glance in Hiccup's direction as 
she swept past. Hiccup's eyes followed her as she continued on her 
powerful way, until she disappeared into the crowd of Vikings 
wandering the marketplace; in Hiccup's head, Gobber 's advice echoed: 
"If ye ever wanna woo a pretty lady, ye've gotta know yer 
poetry . " 

"Say, uha€ 1 Gobber," Hiccup began, awkwardly, reluctantly turning 
away from the window, "About that whole, uha€ 1 that whole poetry 
thinga€ 1 " 

"Yeah?" Gobber replied, sounding a bit too innocent as he pounded 
away at the sword. 

"I was thinkinga€ 1 well, maybea€ 1 " 

"Yessss?" Gobber drawled, voice raising a pitch a bit. 

"Well I was thinking... maybeyoucouldteachmesomelines , " Hiccup said 
as quickly as possible, words blending into one mass of 
near-gibberish in his humiliated haste. His face burned scarlet once 
more and his gaze stayed glued to the floor, knowing Gobber was 
probably going to tease him. That would be so like Gobber. Crazy old 
blacksmith probably made up the whole thing anywaya€ 1 Stoick, a poet, 
_yeah right_. . . 

"Why, I would be _delighted,_ Hie!" Gobber boomed, _very_ 
enthusiastically, giving the broadsword he was working on one last 
heavy bang before plunging it into the slack tub and whipping towards 
Hiccup with a huge grin, faster than Hiccup thought he ought to be 
able to, what with his missing leg and all. The blacksmith swiftly 
hobbled over, slinging a heavy arm around Hiccup's twig-like 



shoulders and somewhat forcefully guiding him over to a work table, 
babbling nonsense about 'I've been waitin' for ye to ask me this' and 
'Yer gonna be a _catch,_ Hiccup, ' before pushing the boy down onto a 
seat . 

Hiccup rubbed his behind, frowning. "Hey, uha€ 1 It doesn't have to be 
right this minute or anything, you know. I mean, what about 
work? " 

"Forget work!" Gobber shouted, "This is _'mportant,_ Hiccup! Why, 
this could be the diff'rence between you makin' an heir and you 
endin' up all weird and lonely up on a hill someplace!" 

Hiccup was miffed. "I will _not_ be weird and lonelya€"" 

"Of course ye won't! 'Cause now yer gonna know how to recite 
_poetry!"_ Not giving Hiccup any more time to argue his ability to 
not end up a complete social outcast, Gobber began to circle the 
table, arms place behind his back like an ancient philosopher giving 
a lecture, eager to show off his very worldly knowledge of all things 
poetry . 

"Now, Hie, " Gobber said, sounding very wise and knowledgeable, "The 
first thing ye need to know to recite poetry as good as yer dad, is 
ye gotta have a good handle on yer allegories." 

"a€l You mean analogies." 

"Hey, who's the teacher here?" 

"a€l Well, you are, buta€"" 

"That's _right!_ Now, as I was sayin'a€l Allegories! Very 'mportant! 
If you're recitin' poetry to yer sweetheart, the best thing ye can do 
is compare her to, I dunno, a goddess or a ship or somethin' like 
thata€ 1 Ye know! Tell 'er she's pretty! And strong!" 

"A _ship?"_ 

"Yeah! And, ye gotta have a meat herd! That's very 'mportant!" 

"You mean _meter,_ and poems don't _have_ to have one." 

"That's the stupidest thing I ever heard. O' course it has to. Now, 
as I was sayin'a€l" 

The lesson dragged on, and Hiccup began to reluctantly take notes, 
all the while rolling his eyes and wondering why on earth he didn't 
just man up and ask his dad for advice, the so-called Poetry Master, 
rather than the least eloquent and romantic Viking on the entire 
island, and maybe even the entire world overa€ 1 

But then he thought about Astrid again, and simply gave a heavy 
sigh . 

Maybe being noticed was worth writing down just one more allegory. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>*According to Wikepedia, Bragi is the Norse god of 



poetry. Also, as far as Freya is concerned, I saw her name spelled 
both 'Freyja' and 'Freya'a€l I just used the one Word told me was 
right. I obviously don't know much of anything about Norse mythology, 
so definitely feel free to correct me on anything that's 
wrong ! <strong> 

* *Mottlef lower : I'm glad you thought the chapter was funny! :) Yup, 
Stoick never has to knowa€ 1 Gobber is lucky he's crafty. XD Thanks 
for your review, as always! I'm always glad to hear from you. 

: ) ** 


**Daidairo: Hello, glad to meet you! I'm glad you tried my story. :) 
Yes, alasa€ 1 like I've said, I've just never gotten around to 
watching Riders/Defenders, so if you have any suggestions for changes 
for me, I ' d be glad to hear them! Thank you very much for your 
review, and I'm glad you liked the story! I look forward to hearing 
from you again. :)** 

**Xyst: I'm very glad you liked the chapter! :) I always love writing 
chapters where Hiccup is a little kid and Gobber is like his unclea€ 1 
or at least, in this chapter, where Hiccup seems like a little kid 
and Gobber was just being his usual over-reactive mischievous self. 

XD Yes, never worry about reviewing on timea€l no matter how late you 
are, you'll never be as slow as I am. XD Thanks for your review! I 
love hearing from you!** 

**Anonymous: Hello, good to hear from you! Yes, I have definitely 
considered making that "Talk" into a chaptera€ 1 And I will certainly 
try to get that older Astrid and Hiccup chapter written sometime in 
the near ****future! (Maybe after the second movie comes out, so at 
least I know if I've got the characterization down?) Thank you so 
much for your suggestions and review! I'm glad you liked the story. 

: ) ** 


**Guest: I'm glad you like it so far and think it's funny! Thanks for 
your * * * *review ! * * 


17. Hush, Little Slice of Hel 

**Hello again, everyone! So sorry for the hiatus, as usual, but 
summertime is finally here and I think I'm finally getting my act 
together! XD I really appreciate all your support! Thanks, as always. 
: ) ** 


**So, here's chapter 17: baby Hiccup is crying; who you gonna call? A 
large, dirty, two-limbed Viking blacksmith, of course. XD This 
chapter was requested many, many moons ago by the lovely 
Mott lef lower ! Hope you enjoy it.** 

**Reviews are always appreciated but never required! Thanks for 
visiting and please enjoy. :)** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Gobber had not seen much of Stoick since the chief's wife had a 
baby . <p> 


Nights that the blacksmith's best friend used to have free for 
drinking at the Great Hall were spent at home, caring for his infant 



while his wife rested; days when Stoick wasn't doing his chiefly 
duties were not spent keeping Gobber company at the forge but also at 
home, nursing baby Hiccup. Gobber understood, of course; he knew how 
much work a baby was, especially when it was as tiny and prone to 
dying during the winter as Hiccup was (Stoick did _not_ like it when 
Gobber said as much, but hey, the blacksmith was telling the truth, 
wasn't he?) . The blacksmith just tried not to feel neglected by his 
best friend, but it was hard sometimes, especially when Gobber didn't 
have any family of his own. 

So of course, it was a cold day in the middle of winter when Gobber 
was thinking about Stoick again. The blacksmith was stuck at home as 
he was every year at this time; this was the portion of winter that 
was the coldest and Gobber avoided work in the forge as much as he 
could as a result, mostly due to the fact that he did not fancy the 
idea of freezing to death. Due to his boredom, the blacksmith's 
thoughts strayed to his best friend. He had not seen the chief in a 
very long while; it had probably been a few weeks since the 
blacksmith had seen more than a passing glance of Stoick. And though 
his rough Viking exterior completely denied it, Gobber missed his 
friend and wanted to know how he was doing. So, without much more 
thought than that, Gobber finished his tankard of mead, bundled 
himself up in his thickest winter cloak, bound up his stumps to keep 
the cold from irritating them too much, and proceeded to leave his 
house, largely ignoring the blizzard as he trekked across 
town . 

After what felt like a great deal of time to the frozen Viking, 

Gobber approached the front door of Stoick 's large house on the hill, 
and without even a knock or shout to signal his arrival, he barged 
right inside, slamming the door behind him as fast he could to keep 
the snow out . 

Instantly, he noticed the noisea€"nothing other than the cacophony of 
a baby's tiny, hoarse wailing. It certainly sounded like little 
Hiccup was upset about something or other. It also sounded like the 
infant had cried for quite some time, if the hoarseness of the baby's 
voice was any authority on the matter. 

Not calling out to let Stoick know he was there, Gobber stood in the 
doorway, knocking snow off his boots, while he waited for the chief 
to approach. Stoick would know it was him; there was, after all, only 
one Viking in town rude enough to barge into the chief's house 
without any word of notice. 

Gobber was not disappointed, because seconds after his grand 
entrance, the chief became visible on the staircase, screeching baby 
Hiccup cradled to his chest and staring at Gobber 
incredulously . 

"Gobber!" he called in an incredulous stage-whisper, coming all the 
way down the stairs and coming over to Gobber at the door, "What ' re 
you doin' here?" 

"I hadn't seen ya in a while," Gobber shrugged like this was a 
completely valid reason to burst into the chief's house, "And I was 
wonderin' what ye were up to." Then he cringed, because now that baby 
Hiccup was in such close proximity, his crying was becoming seriously 
obnoxious. "Well, I see ye've got yerself a little fresh slice of Hel 
here. Kid might be tiny but he's got some lungs on ' im. 



huh?" 


"Yeaha€l" Stoick sounded extremely wearied, looking down at the 
baby's messy red head with equal amounts of affection and annoyed 
exhaustion. He continually bounced the infant up and down in a 
soothing way, but it didn't do anything to quiet the baby down. 

"So where's Val?" Gobber inquired, casually, speaking a little louder 
so he could be heard over the infant as he glanced around, searching 
for Stoick' s beautiful wife. 

"Takin' a break." Stoick desperately hushed Hiccup, but the infant 
kept howling. 

"Maybe ye should be takin' a break, too. Ye look like ye've aged 
'bout ten years," Gobber commented tactlessly. 

Stoick let out a long sigh, rubbing the crying infant's back as he 
forced himself to not get annoyed at his best friend, "I know. Lil' 
Hiccup, he's been cryin' for weeks. He'll stop for an hour and two 
then go right back to cryin' againa€ 1 I've taken ' im to Elder Gothi, 
Val ' s asked for help from her friendsa€ 1 Nothin' helps." 

Gobber frowned in concern at the red-faced infant. "Thought ye said 
he wasn't much of a complainer." 

"He's not!" Stoick replied helplessly just as the infant began to sob 
an octave higher and ever louder, and both men grimaced. "Or, at 
leastaG 1 he wasn'taGl" 

Gobber frowned and dug into his minimal knowledge of babies. "Think 
he's sick or somethin'? Maybe his lil' teeth 're cornin' in?" 

"No, neither of thosea€ 1 We just don't know what's wrong," Stoick 
sighed, and he sounded so uncharacterist ically powerless that 
immediately Gobber vowed he was going to make that baby stop 
cryinga€"by _any_ means necessary. 

"Here. Lemme see 'im." Gobber extended his one-and-a-half arms to 
take the baby, but Stoick hesitated, drawing the crying infant away 
slightly . 

"I don't know, Gobbera€ 1 " 

"Aw, c'mon! Give me a _lil'_ credit, Stoick. I can handle 'im! Just 
let me try." Gobber extended his hands again with his best convincing 
gap-toothed smile, and finally Stoick caved. 

"a€l I s'ppose soa€ 1 " Stoick warily passed his howling baby into 
Gobber 's arms, keeping one slightly paranoid hand on the child for a 
moment or two before letting go, massaging his temples as he watched 
baby Hiccup continue to cry in Gobber 's arms. 

Gobber, who had unlike his friend _not_ yet been subject to hours 
upon hours of the unfortunate sound of a baby's crying, was not 
wincing quite yet, instead smiling down at the sobbing 
infant . 

"What ' re ye cryin' for?" he inquired, soft and fond, taking a corner 
of his clean shirt and gently wiping the baby's tears off, new ones 



soon replacing them. However, the baby's inquisitive eyes had opened 
and he was staring at Gobber as he continued to cry. 

Gobber raked him mind to remember what his mother had done for him 
when he was just a little lad, and, idea in mind, cleared his throat 
slowly. "Ye ever hear the story of how yer dad killed the Monstrous 
Nightmare? What a fight!" 

"Gobbera€l" Stoick warneda€"if there was anything in the world that 
was going to make Hiccup stop crying, it certainly _wasn't_ one of 
his _battle tales_a€"but Gobber waved him off. 

"Shush up, Stoick. I know what I'm doin'. Now where was Ia€l? Oh 
yeah! Well, it all started on a cold autumn nighta€ 1 All seemed calm, 
when all of a suddena€ 1 _DRAGONS!_ Dragons _ev ' rywhere ! " _ 

Baby Hiccup began to cry even louder, frightened by the blacksmith's 
scream, and Stoick protested, _"Gobber!_ Stop it! Stop screamin'!", 
but the blacksmith continued animatedly, 

"There were so many dragons, ye'd hardly believe it if ye didn't see 
it wit' yer own eyes! N' _that ' s _when the Monstrous Nightmare showed 
upa€ 1 Now, ye see, this here Nightmare had been causin' trouble for 
months. Bitin' off peoples' legs, burnin' down houses; he even killed 
some people! Bloody messes, those." 

Stoick was wordless, gaping at his best friend. _"Gobber!"_ he 
hissed, more appalled than ever, but slowly quieted when he saw that 
his baby was actually listening, green gaze fixated on the blacksmith 
holding him. 

Gobber continued to babble, "Well, yer dad? He wasn't havin' it no 
more! Soon as that Nightmare showed 'is scaly face, yer dad was on 
the attack ! " 

The tears stopped. They _stopped._ Baby Hiccup was all ears for 
Gobber, and while still letting out an occasional sob, had gone 
quiet . 

"Yer dad dodged ev ' ry single shot o' that dragon, and when he was all 
out, yer dad clobbered that dragon to death with 'is mighty hammer, 
and _Hel_ if it ever gave us any trouble ever again! It was 
_amazin',_ Hiccup! Ye shoulda been there! Yup, yer dad, he's a hero, 
all right! And ye'll be one someday, too; I swear by my 
_foot ! 

Stoick gaped in utter shock, because Hiccup's tears had dried, he was 
no longer sobbing, and he even let out a _giggle_ as he stared up at 
Gobber, reaching out and grabbing the blacksmith's large nose. And 
Gobber looked at Stoick with the biggest, stupidest grin the chief 
had ever seen on his best friend's face. 

"Gobbera€l" Stoick whispered, dumbstruck, ears ringing from the 
unnatural silence. "How did yaa€l?" 

"What can I say?" Gobber grinned, voice a bit nasal because the 
infant was still squeezing his nose. "I'm a nat ' ral storyteller, 
Stoick . " 

"Youa€l got him to stop cryin'a€l Not even Elder Gothi could get ' im 



to stopa€ 1 " Stoick's head was swimming, overcome by the notion of 
_does my amputee best friend know better than the village elder _but 
even more overwhelmed because Hiccup had stopped crying for the first 
time in weeks and it was all thanks to rough-around-the-edges , 
never-wanna-have-a-kid Gobber. "Tha€"a€l Thank you, Gobber. Oh, 
_thank_ you! Odin _bless_ you! You saved me. Thank you, 

Gobber ! " 

"All right, all right, calm down, Stoick!" Gobber was laughing, 
finally prying the baby off his nose. "Yer welcome. It's the least I 
could do, tellin' the tales of yer derrin'-do n' all that." 

"a€l You know," Stoick began, pointedly ignoring the derring-do 
comment while receiving his baby back from his friend and cradling 
it, before looking back up at Gobber, "Ye're pretty good with kids. 
a€ 1 Why don't you have any, Gobber?" 

"Aw, ye know I never wanted any ill' 'uns, Stoick," Gobber laughed, 
as if the idea was just as preposterous to him as it had always been, 
before his gaze fell fondly onto the baby in Stoick's arms. "a€l 
Besides," he chuckled after a moment, "Somethin' tells me yer ill' 
babe here'll keep me plenty busy when he's growin' up." 

There was a brief sentimental silence, and then Gobber laughed 
loudly, Stoick quickly covering Hiccup's tiny ears to keep him from 
crying again. 

"Just dun' expect magic to happen twice, Stoick! If that little brat 
starts cryin' again, ye'll have to stop it yerself! Tell an even 
_bloodier_ tale; the tyke seems to like 'em." 

"Yeah, yeaha€ 1 " Stoick grumbled, ignoring the blacksmith's 
advice . 

"Well, it's gettin' dark," Gobber commented cheerily, "I better get 
home, 'fore the _real_ blizzards set in, huh? Don't let that fishbone 
freeze to death, now." 

"He's not a _fishbone!"_ 

"Aw, o' course he ain't. I'll see ye later Stoick, eh? Come drinkin' 
a ill' more often." 

"I have a _child_ nowa€"" 

Gobber called behind himself as he hobbled to the door, "Bring ' im 
with! " 

"You know I can'ta€"" 

"See ya, Stoick! Best of luck to ya ! " And with that, Gobber opened 
the door, snow swirling inside, and then slammed it behind himself, 
and with that, the house was quiet again. 

Stoick stared after in wonder, still cradling the now-cooing baby 
Hiccup, before shaking his head with a deep, rumbling laugh and 
scaling the stairs so he could collapse into his bed with exhaustion 
with his infant doing off on his massive chest. 

He had known Gobber since they were both in diapers, but it seemed 



that Gobber would never, _ever_ stop surprising him. 
_Good old Gobber. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Animal lover: Ha ha, glad to hear you liked it! Thanks 
for the review. :) <strong> 

**Guest #1: Glad you enjoy the awkward conversations! I love writing 
them. XD Thanks for the review!** 

**Guest #2: Glad you enjoy it! Thanks for the review. :)** 


18. Getting Acquainted 

**Wow! I'm back already? With summertime here, I'm trying to get back 
into the old "one chapter a week" routine, so yay. Thank all of you, 
as always, for all of your support! It definitely motivates me when 
I'm writing this story. :)** 

**With that, here's chapter 18: Gobber getting acquainted with his 
apprentice's Night Fury. ZeroLuverS 67 , who suggested anything set 
after the first movie, requested this chapter a VERY long time ago. 
I'm not sure if this is what you had in mind, or if you're even still 
reading this story, but hope you enjoy it nonetheless! ** 

**As always, reviews are very appreciated but never required! Thanks 
for visiting, and I hope you enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Aw, c'mon Gobber! "<p> 

"I dunno, Hiccupa€ 1 " 

"Please! He's gonna be hanging around the forge all the time anyway, 
you may as well get to know him!" 

Gobber shifted uncomfortably. Sure, he was a man who was not easily 
discomfited, but there was a near fully grown _Night Fury_ standing 
inside his forge. Named Toothless. And it was nuzzling his apprentice 
while casting the older blacksmith a decidedly suspicious 
look . 

Gobber doubted that the situation could get any stranger. 

On this particular day, a few days after Hiccup finally woke up after 
the Battle of the Red Death, the boy felt strong enough to try 
helping out again at the forge, and naturally, he brought his dragon 
with him. Even though dragons were quickly becoming integrated into 
daily Berk life, Gobber was still a bit reserved about bonding with 
thema€"after all, he had been trained (and trained many others) his 
entire life to slay the beasts. It wasn't like he _didn't_ want to 
include the dragons in Berk lif ea€"Hiccup had proved, time and time 
again, to the entire village how tame they could be, after alla€"but 
old habits died hard, as the old adage went, and as such the 
village's situation still didn't sit too comfortably with the old 
blacksmith. He had so far managed to avoid any direct confrontations 



with the gentle giants, but now a Night Fury was staring him down and 
it was making him very, _very _uncomf ortable . 

"Get to know ' im? Sure, I know ' nough 'bout 'im. He's a Night Fury, 
he's _yer_ Night Fury, and he's makin' me mighty nervous." Toothless 
gave a loud snuff at the blacksmith's words, making him stumble back 
a few steps in alarm. 

Hiccup chuckled and rolled his eyes, still petting the Night Fury's 
scaly head. "Don't tell me big, bad Gobber's scared of him?" 

"Me? Scared? No way!" Encouraged by his own bravado, Gobber grinned. 
"I could 'get to know' yer dragon anyday ! " 

Hiccup's smile grew a bit bigger with perhaps a hint of a sinister 
undertone. "Then you'd have no problem touching him. That's how I 
started; you may as well start the same way, huh?" 

"Well , f ine . " 

"Fine . " 

"Fine ! " 

An awkward silence ensued, Gobber hedging on his mismatched feet and 
Hiccup staring at him expectantly, one arm still wrapped over the top 
of his dragon's head. 

"Soa€l Come on, then!" Hiccup beckoned his mentor forward. "Come on. 
He won't hurt you." 

Gobber looked uncertainly between the boy and his Night Fury, before 
finally taking in a deep breath and trying to let go of all his 
preconceived notions with his exhale before taking a slow step 
forward . 

The dragon was instantly on the defensive, shifting into a crouch and 
glowering at the man with enough malicious intent to make Gobber 
quickly take back the step he took plus another three. 

"No, no, no, it's okay!" Hiccup comforted the dragon, scratching its 
chin like a cat until it relaxed. He smiled apologetically at Gobber. 
"Sorry . " 

"Sorry? He wanted to _eat me ! "_ 

"No he didn't! He's justa€ 1 kinda protective." Hiccup sighed. "Did 
you drop all your weapons?" 

"Yeah! " 

"Did you have a weird look on your face when you got close to 
him? " 

"No ! " 

"a€l Do you by any chance have an eel under your vest?" 

"_What?"_ Gobber took a moment to look at his apprentice with look 
that spoke of concern for the boy's sanity, before shaking his head. 



"Maybe me and yer dragon should just, y ' knowa€ 1 keep our distance for 
nowa€ 1 " 


But Hiccup would have none of that, of course, because he was Hiccup, 
the stubborn son of an equally stubborn father who were both members 
of a race of particularly stubborn Vikings, and as such, he was not 
easily deterred. "No, I want you two to get along! We're not gonna 
get any work done here if you don'ta€l" He proceeded to put on his 
thinking face as he struggled to think up some solution, letting go 
of his dragon to pace here and there, mumbling to himself a€"and, 
Gobber realized with no small amount of horror, the boy began to walk 
away, presumably to jot all his thoughts and plans down on a piece of 
paper like he always did when he got like this. 

"W-Wait ! Hiccup! Don't leave me here wit' 'im!" Gobber wobbled on his 
feet, uncertainly, because he remembered what happened the last time 
he moved and was not eager to repeat the situation of almost being 
eaten by the Night Fury. Finally, he decided to stay where he was, 
freezing in place and looking nervously at the dragon that also 
stayed in place, studying Gobber with a decidedly suspicious gaze, 
sniffing him from afar. Gobber stared back, sweat beading on his 
forehead and not daring to make a move for fear of angering the 
dragon, reassuring himself that the beast was not going to attack him 
as long as he didn't move a muscle. 

For a few moments, they remained in tense silence like that, both the 
dragon and the blacksmith frozen in place. Suddenly, the dragon began 
to slink forwards, towards Gobber. 

"W-_Whoa!"_ Gobber took one step back for every step forward the 
dragon took. "H-Hiccup! Get over here! H-He ' s cornin' close to 
me ! " 

"Don't be a baby, Gobber. I'll be there in a second," came the boy's 
reply, infuriatingly unconcerneda€"Gobber ' s _life_ was on the line 
here ! 


"N-No ! I need ye _now!"_ Gobber had backed up all he could, now 
trapped between the dangerous predator and the wall of his forge. 
Every fiber of Gobber 's being was itching to lash out, but he 
restrained himself; this creature saved Hiccup's life and Gobber 
would die before he harmed it. 

The terrified blacksmith gave one last hissed, _ "Hiccup!",_ before 
finally deciding to look death in its big green eyes. 

The Night Fury was barely a step away from him now, pupils 
constricted dangerously, toxic green stare piercing the blacksmith. 
It looked him up and down, before its gaze became trained on the 
blacksmith's feet. Very slowly, very deliberately, it lowered its 
head to the ground, sniffing all the while. 

"Odin's ghost!" Gobber was practically hyperventilating. "Hiccup! 
Hiccup, yer dragon's fixin' to eat my other foot! Get in here! 
_Hiccup ! " _ 

"In a _second,_ GobberaG 1 " 

Resigning himself to his fate, Gobber looked down at the dragon 
sniffing his feet. "Listen dragon," he breathed, "Ye don't wanna eat 



me; I'ma€l I'm old and greasy. I'm no good. Don't eat my other foot 
pleasea€ 1 " 


But the Night Fury was not sniffing Gobber's flesh and bone foot. 
Rather, it was intent on sniffing his wooden prosthetic, pawing at it 
lightly and finally, very lightly resting its gums on the foot as if 
to check if it truly was not made of meat. 

Gobber's eyes, which had closed in dread, opened when he felt the 
dragon's snout leave his foot. The Night Fury gazed at him again, 
teeth retracted and pupils wide and stare almost friendly, tempered 
with an understanding that went beyond _your foot is not edible_a€"as 
if, on some level, it realized that its rider and this blacksmith 
were, at least in one, very important way, the same. 

Gobber opened his mouth to say something, but was interrupted because 
all of a sudden the dragon, the deadly Night Fury, was nuzzling him 
like it had nuzzled Hiccup, and when Gobber dared to say, "H-Hey, 
you're nota€"", the dragon gave him a long lick all the way up his 
face. In shock, Gobber stared back at the dragon for a moment before 
laughing loudly, reaching one hand out. Toothless allowed him to 
scratch under his chin, and the dragon melted, slinking onto the 
floor and practically purring with pleasure. 

Hiccup finally re-entered the room, folding his arms and looking 
pretty satisfied with himself when he saw the dragon and blacksmith 
playing. "See what I told you? He likes you! Gods, Gobber. You were 
yelling like he was mauling you!" 

"Wella€"I thought he was gonna, " Gobber admitted, leaning away from 
the excitable dragon as it continued to lick his face. 

"Soa€l" Hiccup gave an innocent smile. "Now that you two are getting 
along and all, can he stay at the forge?" 

"Wella€l" Gobber rubbed his mustache, feigning hesitation just to get 
under the boy's skin, before finally conceding, "I _guess_ he can 
stay . " 

"Yes!" Hiccup cheered, at which point Toothless picked up on the 
boy's excitement and pounced on him; the boy and dragon wrestled on 
the ground. Hiccup laughing loudly while the dragon growled in 
friendly pleasure. 

Gobber stood back and watched, laughing all the while. 

Maybe having dragons on Berk wasn't such a bad thing after 
all . 


19. How to Tread Softly (For Experts Only) 

**Hello again! As always, thanks everyone for all your kind support! 
It always makes my day. :)** 

**With that, here's chapter 19: a chapter requested by the lovely 
****fanf icfantasies approximately 87 years agoa€"what if Hiccup ran 
into Gobber (bef ore/instead of Astrid) on his way to the forge after 
getting his safety cord stuck to Toothless' saddle? Well, nothing 
good, obviously. XD Takes place during HTTYD 1.** 



**Reviews are always appreciated but never required. Thanks for 
visiting and enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup's bony chest rose and fell heavily as he kept one hand on 
the head of the Night Fury, peering into the street from where he 
stood in an alleyway. Seeing no passerby, the boy yanked on the rope 
connecting him and the dragon as they scurried across the empty 
street into yet another dark alley. <p> 

This was not good. This was so, _so_ totally not good. 

Hiccup had just been innocently trying to get his new friend to fly 
again (a dragon, a _Night Fury,_ of all creatures, whom he had 
unwittingly dubbed Toothless) , testing out the new gear-shifting 
apparatus Hiccup had constructed to maneuver the dragon's prosthetic 
tailf ina€"you know, just like any other _completely normal_ Viking 
teenager. He had tied a rope between Toothless' saddle and a tree 
stump as they practiced flying, but the rope only withstood a good 
ten minutes of this punishment before snapping and sending he and 
Toothless tumbling into the woods behind thema€"and bending the clasp 
of the safety rope Hiccup had tied around himself and attached to the 
dragon's saddle. Hiccup pulled and pulled at the clasp, tried to get 
Toothless to bite through the rope (the dragon ignored him, still 
upset about the crash, and tried to storm off, only to get confused 
when the human was dragged along for the ride behind him) , but 
nothing worked. They were stuck. 

So this brought Hiccup to where he was nowa€"leading the offspring of 
lightning and death itself through the darkest alleyways in Berk, 
praying they weren't seen as they made their painstakingly slow way 
to the forge to sever their tie and banking on the fact that no one 
was looking for him. 

They were almost halfway there; as they paused in an alleyway, the 
dragon stuck his head into a barrel sitting outside someone's house 
curiously . 

"Toothless, quit it, " Hiccup muttered, marching forward a few steps 
to pull the dragon away, "Come on, we're almost there, and then we'll 
go back to the cove and eat a ton of fish if you're good, okay?" 

The dragon rumbled in reluctant excited agreement and obediently 
crept forward along with its new rider to the end of the alleyway, 
peering outside. It was one of the main streets of Berk and still a 
little busy, but if they crossed it, they would be home free for the 
forge . 

Hiccup hid quietly in the shadows, biding his time and scratching 
Toothless' head every time the dragon started to get antsy, but soon 
enough he peered back outside and saw that the street was empty and 
dark . 

"Okay," he breathed, "It's go-time Toothless, come on." 

Hiccup had just taken his first step out of the alleyway when a loud, 
dreadfully familiar voice cried out: "Hey! Hiccup!" 



The boy's heart practically stopped as he whipped towards the source 
of the voicea€"and sure enough, there was Gobber, hobbling towards 
him with a huge gap-toothed grin. The boy quickly forced a similar 
expression as he took a step back into the alleyway, shoving 
Toothless back with all of his might and praying to Odin the dragon 
attached to him wasn't seena€"but how _couldn't_ the dragon be seen? 
It was a _Night Fury,_ for crying out loud! Hiccup was dead. Why did 
it have to be _Gobber?_ Why _Gobber,_ of all people? The man who not 
only taught children to kill dragons but also knew Hiccup the best 
and could almost always tell if Hiccup was lying? This was _so_ bad. 
Oh, by Odin, Hiccup was dead, dead, _dead._ 

"Hiccup, " his mentor reiterated as he finally hobbled into a 
comfortable conversation range, thankfully not carrying a torch to 
light the darkness, "There ye are! I was wonderin' where ye went 
after trainin' this mornin'. I looked all over the village, but ye 
were nowhere to be found." 

"Oha€ 1 uh, heh heh ! " Hiccup forced an uncomfortable laugh, leaning 
against the alleyway wall in an attempt to look as natural as 
possible and trying to ignore Toothless shuffling around behind him, 
"Yeah, I wasa€"I was in the woods all day, doing y ' knowa€ 1 Viking 
stuf f a€ 1 " 

"Hidin' from all yer new fans, are ye?" Gobber inquired with a sneaky 
grin, and, grateful the blacksmith had given him some sort of 
explanation. Hiccup nodded briskly. 

"Uha€"uh, _yeah!_ Yeah, y'know, it's harda€ 1 being the best at, eha€ 1 
killing dragons and all that!" Toothless, getting impatient, started 
nudging irritably at Hiccup's back, and the boy struggled to push 
back on him before trying to continue, as casually as possible, 
"People can't, uha€ 1 can't get enough of youa€ 1 " 

Gobber laughed loudly, affectionately slugging Hiccup's shouldera€"he 
didn't seem to notice Hiccup's strange movements; that, or how Hiccup 
looked while being shoved around by a Night Fury didn't differ too 
much from how he normally appeared, which was probably true and a 
little depressing. "Yep, yer famous, all right! Nobody, and I mean 
_nobody,_ expected ye to do so well, ye know!" 

"Yeah, me neither, " Hiccup grumbled, slipping one hand casually 
behind himself to lay on Toothless' head, struggling to keep the 
dragon still. 

"Anyway, where are ye headed at this time of night. Hie?" 

"Oha€ 1 " Hiccup cringed; he hadn't thought of an answer to that, 

"Just, uha€ 1 just heading home. Nothing interesting at all." 

Gobber gave him a strange look. "Hiccup, yer house isa€l back that 
way." He pointed in the opposite direction of where Hiccup had been 
headed, and the boy released a strangled laugh, hoping his voice 
sounded more convincing to the blacksmith than it did to his own 
ears . 

"Oh, uha€ 1 Y-Yeah, it is! Uh, ha ha! Yeah, I'ma€l pretty tireda€l" 
Running out of words.. Hiccup prayed Gobber believed him, and thank 
Odin, the blacksmith did, giving a hearty laugh. 



"Well, I can imagine. D ' ya want me to take ye back?" 


"N-No thank you!" Hiccup almost shouted, before quickly backpedaling, 
forcing his voice to be quieter, "I-I mean, no thanks. I'ma€l I'm all 
right. I'll get there just fine." 

"Wella€l if ye say soa€ 1 " Gobber was starting to give him a strange 
look, and Hiccup was about to speak when Toothless rumbled loudly and 
yanked on the rope connecting them, getting impatient with Hiccup's 
hand constantly pressed into his forehead and wanting to know who his 
new rider was talking to. Hiccup slid backwards into the alleyway but 
clumsily regained his footing, trying to smile at Gobber as casually 
as possible whilst shrieking panicked expletives inside his own 
head . 

At this point the strange look on Gobber 's face gave into a look of 
pure suspicion, and he began to lean around the boy's thin frame, 
eyes searching the pitch-black darkness. "Hiccupa€l?" 

The boy thought fast, taking a step to the side to block his mentor's 
view and grasping his stomach over-dramat ically . "U-Uh, _wow!_ I-I'm 
_really_ hungry!" The blacksmith stopped his search of the alleyway 
to level an unsure look at his apprentice, and the boy, seeing he had 
Gobber 's reluctant trust, continued to babble, "Y'know, haven't eaten 
anything all daya€ 1 N-No wonder, right? Ha ha!" This was actually not 
a lie, and it emboldened Hiccup ever so slightly as he took a step 
towards Gobber, effectively chasing him from the alleyway while 
pressing one foot backwards, containing the Night Fury. 

Gobber 's look of suspicion turned to concern, no doubt placing the 
blame of Hiccup's questionable attitude on the lack of food in his 
stomach. "Well, that's no good, y'know. Gotta be eatin'. Hiccup, when 
yer in dragon trainin' like ye are." 

"Y-You're right," Hiccup quickly agreed, "I-I better be on my way 
home now! Eat some dinner, go straight to beda€ 1 " He forced the 
widest grin he could muster at his mentor, praying the man believed 
his story. 

"Well, all right. You do that, lad." Gobber gave him one last 
lingering look of confusion, suspicion, and concerna€"Hiccup cringed 
with guilta€"bef ore the blacksmith seeming to shrug it off. "See ye 
tomorrow at the arena. Hie, bright n' early!" 

Hiccup almost groaned at the thought but contained it. "Yeah. See you 
there, " he replied with much less enthusiasm, and with that, Gobber 
waved one last time before beginning to make his way up the 
street . 

All at once, the tension left Hiccup's scrawny body and his knees 
folded, unbidden, underneath him; he slowly slid down the alleyway 
wall, taking deep breaths to try to calm himself. Toothless was 
giving him a look that, if the dragon could speak, would almost 
certainly mean _really? Seriously? _That ' s_ the best you could come 
up with?, _before head-butting the boy's stomach, still irritated 
about being pushed around like that, by this weedy Viking, no 
less . 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, I'm no impressive liar but it got us out of there, 
didn't it?" Hiccup muttered to the dragon as he made his shaky way to 



his feet again; long-suffering. Toothless let the boy place a hand on 
his head to keep himself steady. The dragon grumbled in response to 
Hiccup's words and the boy gave one last sigh before peering once 
more out of the alleyway, finding it now completely devoid of 
peoplea€"and gods, did he hope it _stayed_ that way. 

"C'mon. Let's just get this done." He pulled once more on the strap 
connecting them and together they darted silently across the street, 
the forge straight ahead. 

If everything went his way. Hiccup would have the strap clasp clipped 
off and they would be back safely in the cove eating raw slimy fish 
before the stars had finished coming out. But of course, the gods 
hated him, so there was really no telling what might happen. Odin, at 
this point, he might even run into _Astrid._ 

Hiccup shuddered at the mere thought as he made his way to the 
forge . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Guest (1) : I'm very glad you like the one-shots and think 
their quality is consistent! Thanks very much for the reading and 
reviewing. : ) <strong> 

**Guest (2) : I have actually already considered that idea and really 
want to write it! Thanks for the suggestion; I'll try to get a 
chapter along those lines posted sometime in the near future. :) 
Thanks for reading and reviewing!** 


20. Limb Loss and Other Tales for Kids 

**Hello again, everyone! :) Thank you, as always, for all of your 
support /reviews/f avorites/f ollows ! I'm glad to know everyone's 
enjoying the story. ** 

**Here we are at chapter 20 (wow!) : Gobber telling young Hiccup the 
tale of how he lost his limbs, a chapter suggested by 
words-with-dragons ! I hope you like it. :) Anyway, like I've said 
before, I've never watched ROB/DOB, so most of this chapter is just 
headcanon; that being said, tell me if anything is glaringly 
inaccurate so I can go back and fix it. :)** 

**As always, reviews are very much appreciated but never required; 
thank you for visiting and I hope you enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Seven-year-old Hiccup sat on top of Gobber 's work table, 
patiently thumping the back of his boots against the wood as he idly 
swung his legs. Gobber 's prosthetic leg had given him grief ever 
since they arrived for work that morning, and he was making some 
quick fixes on it before they made the long evening trek together 
back to Hiccup's house. The blacksmith held the leg in his lap and 
worked mostly in silence, pounding there, putting more wool there, 
and Hiccup's eyes were drawn to the blacksmith's exposed stump, red 
and thick with scar tissue. His freckled face drew up in distaste, 
and his natural curiosity spiked, not yet dissuaded by the filter 
between one's mind and mouth. <p> 



"Uma€ 1 " Gobber looked up when he heard the child's voice. "How'da€l 
How did that happen?" 

"What, ye mean this?" Less than offended by the inquiry, Gobber shook 
his stump leg, and the boy nodded meekly. "And this?" He shook his 
half-arm, and the boy nodded again. A grin spread across Gobber 's 
face; this was one of his favorite battle tales. "Well, I _guess_ I 
could tell yea€ 1 " 

Hiccup nodded eagerly, and Gobber grin grew wider, tying his leg back 
on and standinga€"sore leg or not, he owed it to his reputation to 
really deliver the tale. The sun was beginning to set over the 
distant horizon and the forge's fire cast long shadows across the 
floor, giving Gobber a dramatic silhouette; it was a good 
story-telling atmosphere, for sure. He began to leisurely pace back 
and forth in front of Hiccup, who stayed on the table, staring at him 
in anticipation. "Well, it all started, 'bout, oh, ten winters ago? 
Yer dad, he'd just become chief, see. And ye know what he wanted to 
find?" 

"What?" Hiccup breathed, having drawn his knees up to his chest in 
anticipation. Gobber always did tell the best stories. 

"The nest," Gobber whispered back, dramatically. "The dragons' nest. 
He had an idea, see, that nobody ' d ever had bef orea€"f ind the _nest, 
_y'know, where all the dragons go and sleep and live, and destroy it. 
The dragons would leave and we'd have no more problems wit' 'em. Ye 
understand?" The child noddeda€"the concept had been driven through 
his skull from the moment he left the cradlea€"and Gobber continued, 
"On his first year of bein' chief, yer dad wanted to try his idea 
out. So pretty late that winter, we packed up five big ships, filled 
'em with every sword n' axe 'n mace ye'd ever imagine, and we set 
sail lookin' for it." 

"Didja find it?" 

"Hang on, I'm not there yet!" Gobber paused to chuckle. "Well, we 
sailed for a long time. We sailed through a lotta ice the further 
north we sailed; why, we lost at least ten men from the cold alone! 
Then we found an islanda€l" 

"What was on the island?" Hiccup asked. 

"Nothin', at first. But when we stepped a lil' furthera€ 1 _BOOM!"_ 
Hiccup shrunk back in terror from Gobber 's dramatic scream, 
_"Dragons!_ Dragons ev'rywhere! Lil' 'uns, big 'uns, and ev ' ry one of 
'em was breathin' fire and attackin' us like we'd insulted ever' one 
of their mothers ! " 

"Did you fight them?" Hiccup was sitting forward. 

"What do ye think? O' course we did! We sent 'em runnin' ! Me and yer 
dad, we were _fearless!_ We led the charge straight into that dragon 
horde!" Gobber paused to grin at the glory of his own derring-do at 
his rapt apprentice, and continued, "Well, we were clobberin' dragons 
right n' left, when yer dad turns to give a command to the men behind 
usa€"he didn't see the Monstrous Nightmare not two feet away from him 
till it pounced on ' im and pinned ' im down!" 



"What'd you do?!" Hiccup cried in alarm, frightened by the very 
thought of his big, imposing father being helpless. 


"What'd I do? _What ' d I do?"_ Gobber released a loud laugh. "I 
tackled that Nightmare straight offa him!" 

_"No ! " _ 

_"Yes!_ I tackled him and smacked ' im right up the head with my 
battle-axe! But it didn't knock the big guy out like I thought it 
woulda€ 1 " Hiccup's eyes widened, and Gobber yelled, "That's _right,_ 
all right! 'Fore I could think otherwise, with a single _twista€"_", 
Gobber paused to simulate the sound of his hand being torn off, a 
horrible _chhhggk_ that had Hiccup wincing, "a€"that dragon tore my 
hand _clean off!"_ 

Hiccup's face contorted in terror and disgust. "Didn't it 
hurt ? " 

"'Course it did! But did that stop me? No sir, not ol ' Gobber! Stoick 
threw me some bandages, and I kept fightin' with the resta 'em till 
we drove ever' last dragon away!" 

"Wowa€ 1 " Hiccup breathed, eyes alit with wonder, "That's _amazing,_ 
Gobber . " 

"Sure is!" Gobber paused to rub the boy's hair. "But it turns out, 
that wasn't the dragon's nest; it was their breedin' 
grounds ! " 

"Breeding? " 

"Uha€ 1 I'll tell ye 'bout that later. But since that wasn't the nest, 
we still had fights wit' the dragonsa€"ye know that. It wasn't too 
long later when there was a dragon raid on Berka€"the biggest we'd 
had in years! That Nightmare that gnawed off my leg, he musta told 
his friends how good I tasted, 'cause while I was drivin' dragons 
away from the sheep, a Zippleback got the jump on me! Was he a 
ferocious one! We were grapplin' all over the place, and one o' his 
heads knocked my axe right offa my arm!" Hiccup's eyes were wide with 
terror as Gobber leaned forward with wide eyes, voice took on a 
ghost-story tone. "And while I was unarmed, the other head o' that 
son of a half-troll gnawed off my leg and _swallowed_ it 
_whole ! 

"Did you keep fighting?" Hiccup asked eagerly, hopping from the work 
table to bounce eagerly. 

"O' course. I ignored my bleedin' stump, and I said to that 
Zippleback, " Gobber turned to one of the support beams, now 
pretend-dragon, of the forge, "'How _dare_ ye?! Ye'll regret the day 
ye messed 'round with ol ' Gobber! _AAAARGH ! '_ And I took my bare 
fist, and punched 'is lights right out!" Gobber enthusiastically 
illustrated said punch by rearing back and clobbering the beam as 
hard as he could, not even flinching as the beam creaked and 
wavered . 

Hiccup was overcome. "That's _so_ cool! That's so cool!" He danced 
around Gobber 's legs. "I wanna be a warrior like you someday! Do you 
think I can grow up and be like you, Gobber? Do you?" 



"Aw, o' course ya can!" Gobber affectionately mussed the boy's wispy 
hair . 

"Buta€ 1 " the boy's dance slowed. "I'm not big or strong like 
youa€ 1 " 

Gobber put his good hand on his hip and chuckled. "Hiccup." The 
blacksmith kneeled (and bent down a little more past that) to look 
the boy in the eyes. "Lemme tell ye somethin'. Okay? A ill' secret. 
Lean in close, now." 

The boy obliged, eyes wide and grinning eagerly. 

When he was satisfied that the boy was close enough, Gobber 
whispered, like he was divulging the best-kept secret in the world, 
"Ye don't have to be big to be brave. Ye don't have to be strong to 
be worth somethin' . All ye have to be is your very best, ye hear? Do 
yer best, have a ill' courage, and ye'll grow up to be just like me 
in no time . " 

"a€l That's all?" Hiccup whispered. "That's all it takes?" 

"That's all it takes," Gobber affirmed, and grinned at the boy when 
the child beamed at him. He then straightened and beckoned his 
apprentice. "Now, c'mon. It's gettin' dark, and yer dad won't be too 
happy wit' me if I keep ye out all night tellin' stories, 
huh?" 

"Yeah!" The boy began to skip ahead of the blacksmith as they left 
the forge. "D'ya think I'll fight any Nightmares when I grow up like 
you, Gobber?" 

"Ye can fight any dragon ye want. Hiccup." 

"What about aa€ 1 " Hiccup paused to look side to side, then whispered, 
"a€l Night Fury?" 

Gobber laughed loudly. "Okay, now not even ol ' Gobber can fight one 
o ' those . " 

"Yeah, but what about me?" 

"Aw, maybe, maybe. But yer gonna have to catch one, first!" 

"I will! I _will_ catch a Night Fury!" 

"O' course ye will. Hie, ye ill' dragon-slayer." Gobber chuckled and 
caught the boy's fragile hand as he ran another circle around the 
man's legs, continuing to hold it as they walked to keep the child 
from wandering off in his dreamy state. "An' who knows? I bet ye'll 
grow up and be the best dragon-fight in ' Vikin' Berk's ever 
seen ! " 

Hiccup's eyes glistened with joy at his instructor's premonition, and 
Gobber smiled proudly down at his apprentice as they continued to 
walk through the snow, talking animatedly all the way. 



><pXstrong>f anf icf antasies : I'm really glad you liked the way the 
chapter turned out! Yeah, I definitely don't blame you for not 
remembering; I'm kind of a loser when it comes to writing requests. 
D: Anyway, thanks for reading and reviewing! Glad you 
enjoyed ! <strong> 


21. Of Bad Advice and Betrothals 

**Hello again, guys. Thank you, as always, for your support! I love 
knowing that people are still enjoying this story. :) ** 

**With that, here's chapter 21: Hiccup needs some marital advice; 
where's the best place to get it? The only Viking on Berk who's _not. 
married, of course. XD This chapter was requested quite a while ago 
by Anonymous, who asked to see a chapter with Hiccup and Astrid in 
their older years. Thank you for the suggestion, sorry for the slow 
response, and I hope you enjoy it!** 

**As always, reviews are never required but always appreciated. 
Thanks for visiting and please enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The sun had just disappeared over the distant horizon, bathing 
the village of Berk in inky blue moonlight, and Gobber had finally 
returned home from a long day of labor at the forge. While he 
definitely did enjoy his time in the village smithy, now that he was 
beginning to get older he also relished the time he was able to spend 
at home, relaxing in front of the hearth with Grump lying happily 
beside him, resting his aching stumps and soaking up the heat from 
the f lames. <p> 

Gobber had just started to doze off in his pelt-covered chair when 
there was a frantic knocking at the door, and within a second, Gobber 
was bolt upright, bushy eyebrows furrowed. He very rarely got 
visitors at his house, since he spent almost all of his time at the 
f orgea€"generally , if someone was visiting, there was a 
_problema€ 1 _ 

Gobber got up, sticking one flat hand in Grump's direction to keep 
the Hotburple still (not that the dragon seemed very inclined to move 
anyway) , and he grabbed his axe prosthetic from where it lay beside 
his chair, slowly attaching it to his forearm as he crept towards the 
door. The knocking returned a second time, a little harder, and 
Gobber slowly gripped the doora€"bef ore throwing the it open and 
rearing his axe back over his head, giving a fierce battle cry of 
Yaaaaaah ! 

_ "Aaah! " _ 

_ " Yaaaaah ! a€"_Hiccup? " 

"Gobber!" Said young man had thrown both hands over his face as if 
this might protect him from a battle axe to the skull, "For Thor's 
sake! It's _me!_ Put your axe down!" 

Gobber lowered the weapon to hang at his side, staring at his 
apprentice in disbelief. "Hiccup! What ' re ye doin' here? Ye pract'lly 
made me ruin my undies ! " 



Hiccup finally lowered his hands once he was sure his mentor was not 
going to chop him in half, rolling his eyes at the blacksmith's 
casual accusation. "Well, _sorry._ It's justa€ 1 kind of an 
emergency . " 

Gobber frowned deeply, concerned despite himself. "What did yer dad 
do this time?" 

"What? No, it's not my dada€ 1 not this time, at least. It ' sa€ 1 me, I 
guess. I need to tell you something." 

Gobber analyzed Hiccup for a momenta€"the twenty-year-old was 
twisting his odd little braid around one finger anxiously, avoiding 
eye contact. Something was definitely up. Gobber didn't usually like 
letting visitors into his shabby hut, buta€ 1 it was Hiccup; he could 
make an exception. "a€l 'Kay. Come on in." Gobber stepped aside and 
Hiccup entered, Gobber shutting the door behind him and following him 
over to the fireplace. 

"Soa€l Where's yer Night Fury at?" Gobber made idle conversation as 
he grabbed a small table and dragged it overa€"he only had one chair 
in the house, after all, so Hiccup would just have to make 
do . 

Hiccup managed to laugh slightly as he bent down to affectionately 
stroke Grump's chin; the lazy dragon rumbled happily but didn't move. 
"Catching dinner, I suppose." Gobber pushed the table to Hiccup and 
the boy sat on it without comment; this wasn't the first time he had 
visited Gobber and been met with strange accommodat ions , after 
all . 

"Soa€l" Gobber dropped into his chair across from where Hiccup sat 
and began to undo his axe prosthetic, "What exactly were ye needin' 
to talk to me 'bout?" The blacksmith knew all too well, after all, 
that Hiccup was generally not inclined to visit him at his house, due 
to the very real possibility that he would get his head removed from 
his shoulders by a half-asleep Gobber. Whatever Hiccup had to get off 
his chest, it must have been of crucial importance. 

"Wella€l" Hiccup fiddled with a few straps on his scratched leather 
armor, "It'sa€l kindaa€ 1 kinda _very_ important. Promise you won't 
laugh at me or anything." 

Gobber shook his arm once the axe was removed, "Ye know I can't make 
promises like _that,_ Hiccup." 

The young man rolled his eyes. "Well, that's good enough. a€ 1 It's 
about Astrid." 

It took Gobber exactly one second to start laughing. _"Astrid?_ Girl 
problems, eh? Lil' trouble in paradise, there. Hie?" 

"Well, noa€ 1 I wouldn't really call it a _problema€ 1 " _Hiccup shifted 
on top of the table, obviously uncomfortable. "It's justa€ 1 there's 
something I need to do, you knowa€ 1 _concerning _Astrid." 

The boy's voice trailed off into near silence as he balled his fists 
nervously, and Gobber stared at him for a few seconds without 
comprehension . 



"a€l I'm not gettin' ye, lad." 

Hiccup let out a sigh at this, before finally looking Gobber in the 
eyes. "Gobber. I'm going to propose to Astrid." A beat of silence 
passed, Gobber staring at Hiccup like the boy had just spoken Latin, 
and the dragon trainer heaved an irritated sigh before enunciating, 
"You knowa€"_propose ._ As in, _ask her to marry me . 

Hiccup's eyes had cast down, half-dreading Gobber 's response (which 
he expected in the form of Gobber laughing in his face) , but it 
wasn't two seconds later that Gobber had him in an enthusiastic 
headlock and was giving him the noogie of the century, while Hiccup 
flailed in his grip, shouting in indignation. 

"Hiccup!" Gobber yelled, "Yer gonna do _what?"_ 

"Uha€"propose? " Hiccup repeated confusedly, pushing at Gobber 's arms 
to no avail, but the blacksmith's grip just tightened. 

"Well, _whaddaya know!_ I'm so _happy_ for ye. Hie! That's _great ! "_ 
Finally Gobber released him, sitting back in his chair and grinning 
at his apprentice while the young man tidied his hair, a bit miffed 
but smiling at Gobber 's spirited response. "So, how did this come 
'bout, eh?" 

"Wella€l" Hiccup smiled, eyes bright, though he scratched his head a 
bit in embarrassment. "I've just been thinking about it for a long 
time, and I f igureda€"well , maybe it's time we, eha€ 1 tied the knot. 
You know?" 

Gobber gave a gap-toothed grin. "Well, good for you. Hiccup. I hope 
that works out for ye." He started to get up, presumably to do 
whatever Gobber needed to do before bed, but Hiccup grabbed the hem 
of his shirt and tugged. 

"Hey, hey. That wasn't exactly what I wanted to tell you." 

"Whaa€"it _wasn't?"_ Gobber demanded, incredulously. "What _more_ 
could ye need to tell me 'bout? Did ye see Odin's ghost or somethin'? 
Have ye performed a miracle? Are ye growin' yer foot back?" 

"Ha ha," Hiccup deadpanned. "No. What I wanted to tell you, Gobber, 
is that I need some advice." 

"Advice for _what?" _ 

"Advice for proposing to Astrid!" 

It was at this point that Gobber really did laugh in Hiccup's face. 

He threw his head back and guffawed, like that was the most 
ridiculous request he'd ever heard. "Don't be stupid. Hiccup. Why 
would I have any good advice for ye 'bout that?" 

"Well, _I _don't now!" Hiccup blustered; he hadn't anticipated 
getting Gobber 's advice to be this difficult. He had thought the 
blacksmith would be _thrilled_ to help him, to be honest. "You're the 
one always going around saying you were a 'regular romantic back in 
the day ' ! " 



"Well, I was!" Gobber retorted defensively, "But that don't mean I 
have any good advice 'bout marriage." 

"What are you talking about? That's _exactly _what that 
means ! " 

Gobber laughed, planting his hands on his hips. "Hiccup. Think 'bout 
it. How many adults on this island are married?" 

"Well, all of them." 

"Except fora€l?" 

"Except fora€ 1 " Hiccup shifted awkwardly. "a€l you." 

Gobber patted Hiccup's head. "Exactly. Why doncha go ask yer dad? I'm 
sure he's full of good advice." 

"I can't ask my dad! You know him. If he knew I was going to propose, 
he would _freak. Out . Hiccup looked a little frightened at the very 
prospect, eyes distant like he was glimpsing the end of the world 
inside his head. "And within ten minutes the entire Viking 
Archipelago would already have our wedding planned and be asking us 
what we're going to name our first ten children." 

Gobber grimaced at the thought, considering his best friend's 
tendency to overreact, especially when it came to his son. "Thata€l 
don't sound too far off the mark, really. Okay, Ia€l _guess_ I can 
help ye . " 

"Really?" The grin returned to Hiccup's face. "Thanks, Gobber. You're 
a lifesaver! Soa€ 1 how do you think I should go about it?" 

"Wella€l" A sage smile crept to Gobber 's face as he began to pace 
lazy circles around Hiccup's table, preening a little; he enjoyed 
getting the opportunity to share his very worldly knowledge on these 
kinds of things. "Ye _definitely_ need music. Sing her some 
poetry . " 

"Gobber, I can't _sing, " _Hiccup protested, swiveling around on the 
table to follow Gobber. 

"Sure ye can!" Gobber dismissed him with a wave of his stump, "I 
mean, yer dad's not too bad at singing, and I reckon it runs in the 
family." Gobber shrugged like this was perfect logic and the answer 
to Hiccup's problems, before continuing, "And ye need to give 'er a 
gift, too. Like a pair of nice golden earrings!" 

"Astrid hates jewelry." 

"Don't matter. And location's important, too! Like, the forge would 
be a good place. Lots of molten steel, razor-sharp bladesa€ 1 Very 
romantic ! " 

Hiccup groaned; he was beginning to understand why Gobber did not get 
married. "Gobber, I am _not_ proposing to Astrid in the forge. Why 
can't I justa€ 1 take her on a flight or something?" 

"Hey, who's the romance expert here, huh?" Gobber demanded. 



Hiccup rolled his eyes but grumbled begrudgingly, "a€l You 
area€ 1 " 

"That's right. Now, the last thing ye need to definitely do is 
perform a dance for 'er! Start real slow, romantic, then break out 
one o' _these!"_ Gobber performed a brief, very complicated move with 
his feet flying in all directions, which Hiccup gaped at in confused 
mortification, before Gobber continued excitedly, "Sweep 'er off her 
feet! She'll be likea€"like molten steel in your hands, 
then . " 

Hiccup cringed briefly at the analogy, before objecting, "Gobber, I 
can't sing, Astrid hate jewelry, I don't want to propose in the 
forge, and if I couldn't dance even with _two_ legs, then I _really_ 
doubt I'll be able to now. I meana€ 1 do you _really_ think any of 
this is going to make her any more likely to say yes?" 

"Hiccup, Hiccup, Hiccup, " Gobber chided, shaking his head, "Trust me. 
It'll all go smooth as smooth can be if ye just follow my 
advice . " 

Hiccup let out a deep breath. "Wella€l I'll take her flying, and then 
I _guess_ I can try the singing, dancing, and gifts. I meana€ 1 I 
don't have any other bright ideas, unfortunately." 

"Good lad." Gobber gave Hiccup's armored shoulder a congratulatory 
beating, signaling that the conversation was over and it was time for 
the young man to get out of his house, and Hiccup stood from the 
table with a sigh. He was not exactly convinced of the merit in 
Gobber 's ideas of romance, but it was better than nothing, which was 
exactly what he had managed to come up with on his own. Who knew? 
Astrid might even actually like the weird romantic 
gestures . 

"Wella€l thanks again for the advice, Gobber. Uh, you won't tell my 
dad I was here, will you?" 

"'Course not. Come back n' tell me when ye've proposed!" 

"All righta€ 1 " 

As Hiccup walked out, already planning his course of action for 
proposing to Astrid the next day, he glanced up to the stars and 
mouthed a prayer to the gods that there was some substance to 
Cobber's self-proclaimed romantic tactics. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Mid-afternoon the next day, Gobber was busily tidying the forge, 
the usual queue of customers asking for saddles at the window gone 
during the lunchtime hour. Stoick had left to go name a newborn, 
leaving Gobber to himself. <p> 

There was a sudden knock at the window, and Gobber glanced over to 
see Hiccup standing there, hair mussed and looking generally a little 
worse for wear. 

"Hiccup!" Gobber cried, waving frantically and hobbling over as 
quickly as he could manage, "How did ita€"didja _do_ it?" 



"a€l Well, I followed all of your advice, minus the forge bita€ 1 " 
Hiccup replied hesitantly, coming to lean against the 
windowsill . 

Gobber raised both eyebrows expectantly with a wide grin. "Well? And? 
She loved it, didn't she? She said yes 'fore ye even finished yer 
sentence, didn't she? C'mon, Hiccup. Don't hold out on me, now. What 
happened? " 

"Wella€l I wish I could say it went that wella€l" Hiccup bit his lip, 
glancing down at his feet awkwardly. "She laughed at my singing, she 
hated the earrings, and she just about _died_ when I tried to start 
dancing ..." 

Gobber was starting to frown, wondering just what was wrong with the 
lass that made her adverse to his obviously wonderful ideas, when 
Hiccup finally looked up from his feet with a bright, slightly 
embarrassed smile. 

_ "Buta€l_ in spite of the fact that I made a total idiot of 
myselfa€l she still said yes." 

It took Gobber a beat before he laid claim to his indirect victory. 
"Ha _ha ! "_ Gobber cried out triumphantly, excitedly grasping both of 
Hiccup's shoulders from over the sill and shaking them violently, "Ye 
see? Ye _see,_ Hie? Nobody knows the ladies better than I 
do ! " 

Hiccup started to look peeved, prying Gobber 's hands off of him. 

"Hey! Whatever made her say yes, it was not your 'ideas.' They were a 
_disaster!_ It's a wonder she even stuck around to _see _the whole 
thing ! " 

"But she still said _yes,_ didn't she?" Gobber crowed, and Hiccup 
rolled his eyes, dropping the argument. No matter how much he had 
abjectly humiliated himself, he was still betrothed to the first and 
only love of his lifea€l so just this once, he was willing to let 
Gobber have this "victory." 

Next time, however. Hiccup would be sure to ask his father instead, 
because in hindsight, maybe asking the only single Viking on Berk for 
romantic advice was not the brightest idea. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Angela : I'm really glad you liked it and thought it was 
funny! Thanks for reading and reviewing. : ) <strong> 

**Guest: I'm really glad you liked it! I have definitely modified 
Gobber 's abrasive personality a bit in some chapters, particularly in 
the ones where Hiccup is younger, and I'm glad you still think that 
it feels natural and in-character . Anyway, thanks for reading and 
reviewing! I hope you continue to enjoy all future chapters. 

: ) ** 


End 
f ile . 



